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PREFACE 


TO THE 
Curious and Serious Readers. 


Curious 133 
XN Do not propoſe by the following 
4 Lines to ſatisfy your Curiofity, any 
* I X further than by a plain Explication 
* NM of this ſcriptural Song, in a Way 
NN 3X adapted to the New-I eſtament Dil- | 
penſation: And perhaps you'll be at 
no Lofs, if you find the Equity of the Paraphraſe, 
even where you mits the Elegancy of the Poem; 
or if you find any precious Truth to edify your 
Soul, tho? you ſhould miſs a pompous Embelliſh- 
ment to gratify your Fancy. If I had been of the 
Opinion that no Poem ſhould ſee the Light, but 
ſuch as has the Name of ſome great and famous 
Poet prefixt to it, and could reaſonably expect 
the univerſal Applauſe of a learned Age, I would 
never have conſented to the Publication of this, 
in a Day wherein the Art of Poeſy is improved 


to ſuch great Perfection by ſome, whoſe bright 


Genios has made them capable to ſet forth their 
poetical Productions in a very beautiful and 
ſplendid Dreſs. If I thought that nothing now 


cCaſt into the Mould of Metre could be uſeful and 


edifying, but what is ſuperlatively fine, I would 
EO haue 


iv To the Curious Reader, 


have been quite ditcouraged from this Attempt : 
But to be of this Mind were in Effect to think 
there could be no wholeſome Food but what is 
preſented in a lordly Diſh ; no good Lodging in 
any Houſe, but FA as were built by ſome cu- 
rious Mechanic or famous Architect; nor con- 
venient Accommodation in any Room or Cham- 
ber, but ſuch as were finely painted, or hung 
around with elegant Tapeſtry. How few would 
there be to fight for their Country, if none were 
allowed to do lo, but mighty Heroes, great Cham- 
pions, and ſuch as are Head and Shoulders higher 
than others? How many muſt go naked, if no 
Clothing were allowed but Silk and Satin, and 
rich Embroideries? It will be hard to perſuade 
the World that none ſhould write or make uſe 
of a Pen, but ſuch as can imitate the fineſt Cop- 
per Plate; or that none ſhould open their Mouth 
to ſpeak above their Breath, but ſuch as can equal 
the fineſt Orator. 

But tho' in this Eſſay I 3 not to act the 
Part of the lofty Poet, yet I have endeavoured that 
what I hope is obvious to the Vulgar, and not 
above their View, may be at the ſame Time not 


nauſeous to the Polite, nor below their View, if 


they are ſuch as can lay aſide the ſullen Air of 
Criticiſm. Ibo, to whom no plain ſerious Goſ- 
pel-truths can give any Satisfaction, and to whom 


nothing elſe but Flowers of Wit and Flights of 


Rhetoric can give Delight, do perhaps too much 
bewrav their [onorance of pious Pleaſures. The 


Soul may be miſerably hunger'd and ſtarv'd where 


the Fancy only is pleaſed and feaſted. And hence 
I look upon it as a moſt candid and ingenuous 
Acknowledgment of a famous and religious Poets 

in 
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in the Preface to h's excellent Hymns and ſpiri- 
tual Songs, ſpeaking of ſome of them; I confeſs 
« myſelf {ſays he) to have been too often tempted 
away from the more ſpiritual Deſigns I pro- 
_ poſed, by ſome gay and flowery Expreſſions that 

gratified the Fancy; the bright Images too 

oft prevailed above the Fire of Divine Affection, 
„ and the Light exceeded the Heat.“ Now, 
tho' I own that the Defect of my poetical Genius 
might lead me to an Acknowledgment of a quite 
other Nature, being ſenſible how much every 
Paragraph here deſpairs of giving much Delight 
to thoſe of a more refined Faſte, and of pleaſing 
the Fancy with many bright Embelliſhments of 
Poetry ; yet the great Scarcity of theſe may have 
this great Advantage, that here there are few ſuch 
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beautiful Flowers or bright Images to tempt any 


Man away from the ſpiritual Deſign, or ſo to 
gratify the Fancy, as to prevail above the Fire of 
Divine Affection, that ſhould burn in the Heart 
with a Heat equal to the Light. Not that I am 
diſobliged with theſe gay and flowery Expreſſions 
in this and other valuable Authors, whereby 
they are ſo apt to be a Temptation to themſelves 
and their Readers, even in their ſpiritual Songs; 
for I muſt confeſs they have been oft ſo tempting 
and alluring to myſelf, that as I have frequently 
both here and elſewhere eſſayed to imitate them 
by adopting ſome of their delicious Metaphors 
ſo J would certainly have run into the ſame Fault 
if I zd been endued with the ſame Genius: On- 
ly I may infer from the foreſaid Confeſſion, that 
Poems upon divine Subjects, which afford not a 
Train of thoſe gay Temptations that bewitch the 
Fancy and divert the Imagination, may upon this 
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Account be, at leaſt, not the leſs fitted for ad- 
vancing ſpiritual Deſigns and Divine Affections. 
Jam not here to make any Apology for the 
Metre, tho' fome may judge that in this Eſſay 
J have ſtudied Rhyme as much as Poeſy. I know 


that there may be good Muſic and Meaſure | 


without the Gingle of a Crambo; and that it is 
a great Weakneſs to humour the Sound, ſo as to 
darken the Senſe. I own, my Difficulty never 
lay much in ſtudying the Crambo, with the even 
Cadency ; for theſe, if there be any Parts or Pro- 
perties of Poeſy, occurred natively enough, 
without much Thought: And perhaps it would 
have been a Fault to have lighted the Rhyme 
deſignedly in a Compoſure of this Sort, fitted 
for the religious Recreation of ſerious Chriſtians 
eſpecially when I find the foremention'd eminent 
Poet (by whoſe Remarks, of which I had a 
little Specimen, perhaps the following Sheets had 
been better poliſhed for the Public, had his Cir- 
eumſtances allowed a more cloſe and full Review 
thereof) in his Hymns, Page 194 by a marginal 
Note (I find him, I fay) hoping, the Reader 
«« will forgive the Neglect of Rhyme even in the 
«© 1ſt and 3d Lines of the Stanza throughout 
« ſome following Pages;” Which ſuppoſes it 
may be a Fault, in his Opinion, not to humour 
the Metre in Effays of this Nature. But, if any 
think I have done it too much, all I can accuſe 
myſelf of, is only that I did not neglect the 
Rhyme when Words favouring it appeared o me 
as appoſite to the Purpoſe as others, and the low 
Genius afforded no better. | 

I am forry for your Sake, Curious Reader, that 
precious Truth is here ſet before you in ſuch a 
coarſe 
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coarſe Carb; but, if you attend to the Matter, 
it will, as I ſaid, be no Loſs to you, that you 
have not here many artful Embroideries. I do 
not indeed think that ſacred "Truth can be ſet off 
in too comely a Dreſs, no more than I think 
that the Holy Bible can be printed on too fine a 
Type: But if every Page and Paſſage thereot 
were illuminated or adorned with ane Cuts, | ſup- 


poſe this would do mere Harm than . anck 


be more diverting than edifying. 

I have not ſeen any ſpiritual Poem upon the 
whole of this Divine Song, giving ſuch a full Ex- 
plication of every Part thereof as I have here 
eſſay d; wiſhing * at the ſame Time ſome happier 
Genius may carry on the ſame Deſign to greater 
Advantage, and paint forth this ſacred Book in 
more lively, pure and ſpiritual Colours: But, 
till that appear, let this homely Eſſay ſuffice z 
and, if the Picture here be but juſt, you'll per- 
haps be much obliged to a Genius that could not 
ſet it within a curiouſly gilded Frame to divert 


your Eye from it. 


But when you hear of the Spirituality and re- 
ligious Deſign of this Poem, and that (as I may 


ſhew in the other Part of the Preface) the Subject 


thereof is not the fair Circaſſian, but the fair 
Chriſtian, and his infinitely fairer Head and Huſ- 
band Jeſus Chriſt ; though the Theme be more 


noble in itſelf, and more needful to be read and 
conſidered than all the wanton Sonnets in the 
Wia:ld, however urtfully trimmed ; yet I'm afraid 
this Subject be thought fo jejune, inſipid and un- 
faſhionable, that it is poſſible, after you have ſa- 
tisfied your Curioſity ſo far as to glance over a. 


54 


few 


viii To the Serious Reader. 


few Lines of this Book, you may throw it aſide 
like an old Almanack, and ſoon give your Judg- 
ment pro or con; and this is all the poor Profit 
and Advantage you ſhall get by it, if you remain 
always more curious than ſerious. And, fince I 
have done with you, I ſhall apply myſelf to thoſe 
to whom this little Eſſay will readily be more 
welcome and acceptable, | 


k 
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Serious Reader, 


H O' it is eſpecially for your ſpiritual Edi- 
fication and Comfort, I have eſſayed in this 
Manner to explain and open up the Goſpel that 
is contained in this ſacred Song; yet I deſign not 
to ſay one Word to you in Commendation of 
this Poem upon it, nor does it deſerve I ſhould, 
if it cannot thro' the Bleſſing of God commend 
itſeir to your Heart and Experience. But if you 
are exerciſed unto Godlineſs, and acquainted 
with the ſweet Life of Fellowſhip and Commu- 
nion with our Lord Jeſus Chriſt, I hope you 
ſhall here fee a Picture and Repreſentation both 
of his Heart towards you, and of your Heart to- 
wards him; and a Portraiture of the ſweeteſt 
Expericnce of Intimacy with Heaven, that the 
Bride of Chriſt can have upon Earth. And TI 
judge that a Song upon this Subject is not un- 
ſeaſonable amidit theſe evil Days, wherein the 
Songs of the Temple are like to be turned into 
Howlings, and wherein the Bride, the Lamb's 
Wile, is ready to hang her Harp upon the Wil- 
lows. Bow defirable were it, if this little Book 

| might 


EE EEE i EE ee no oy I A . 
3 1 by e e 
: IRS oe 


ot 


To the Serious Reader. ix 


de might prove a Mean for helping her to ſing away 
„ ber Sorrows, and to harmonize with the Deſign 
be I of that precious Promiſe, Ho. ii. 15. I will ive 
1 her the Valley of Achor for a Door of Hope, and 
1 De ſhall fing there? To drive away the Night of 
oe Trouble with Songs of Praiſe, would be a Work 
1 and Exerciſe moſt ſuitable to that gracious Name 


our Lord takes to himſelf, Fob xxxv. 10. God 
| our Maker, why giveth Songs in the Night. 

We have a Divine Precept, perhaps too much 
forgotten and neglected even among the Serious, 


U 


Eph. v. 18, 19. —Be filled with the Spirit, 
ſpeaking to yourſelves in Pſalms and Hymnus and 
i ſpiritual Songs, ſinging and making Melody in your 
his Heart to the Lord; And Col. iii. 16. Let the 
at FF Word of Chriſt dwell in you richly in all Wiſdom 
ot teaching and admoniſbing one another in Pfalms and 
of | s and ſpiritual Songs, ſinging with Grace in 
Id, | yaur Hearts to the Lord. And how we are to 
nd ſing, we are further taught, not only by the A- 
ou pPottle's Example, 1 Cor. xiv. 15. I will ſing with 
ed the Spirit, and I will ſing with the Underſtanding 
u- | ao; but likewiſe by an expreſs divine Appoint- 
ou ment, Pfſal. xlvii. 6, 7. where the Coramand to ſing 
th is repeated five Times in a Breath, Sig Praiſes to 
0 Sol, ſing Praiſes: Sing Praiſes unto our King, Sing 
eſt Praiſes. Sing ye Praiſes with Unler/tanding. Now, 
he this ſacred Song of Solꝛmon being very myſterious 
d I and metaphorical, that you may be the more able 
m- | to ſing it over with Underſtanding and Judgment, 
he I ha endeavoured to lay open the Myſteries and 
ito | Metaphors thereof to your View. 
b's I have deſignedly caſt the moſt Part of this Book 
il into the Mould of common Metre; becauſe as 
ok it was intended eſpecially for tne Uſe of ſerious: 
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Chriſtians in this Part of the Iſland ; fo, in caſe 
any of them ſhould ſee fit to make ſome of theſe 
Lines a Part of their ſpiritual and devout Recreati- 
on in ſecret, they might, if they pleaſe, ſing them 
over in any of the Funes to which they are accuſ- 
tomed in our Scotch Churches, where none but the 
common Tunes are uſed: Yet, leſt ſome in read- 
inz over this Book had been too much tired and 
outwearied wich the tedious Uniformity, I have 
put the ivth and viith Chapters into the Form of 
long Metre. And in the whole I am ſo far from. 
attempting to ſoar aloft above your Capacity, that 


wherever I have been obliged to uſe any Words 


(ſuch as prelifec, mellifiucus, &c.) which I reckon 


are not fo obvious to the Underſtanding of the 


Vulgar, I have explained them upon the Margin, 
and hope it is but very ſeldom any ſuch Words 


occur to cloud and darken the Senſe to you. 


I know that this ſacred Book of Scripture,. 
wherein the ſweeteſt and nobleſt Inſtances of the 
Grace of Chri/t toward his Church and People 
are repreſented under the Figure of a conjugal 
State, has beengreatly profaned by impure Writers, 
who have uſed or rather abuſed their poetical Art, 
to the gratifying of carnal Minds, and profti- 
tuting this holy divine Song to the moſt unholy 
Ends, I have therefore endeavoured in this Pa- 
raphraſe ſo to open the Import of every Meta- 
phor as to ſecure it from being perverted and 
abuſed to wanton Paſſions, which I hope ſhall find. 
no Handle here by any Mode of Expreſſion fend- 
ing to divert the Mind from the Spirituality of 
the Iheme. The Compoſure upon every Text 
here is ſuch, as I think, without great Violence 
done to it, can never be applied to any . 
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To the Serious Reader. Xi 
inferior to that glorious Bridegroom the Lamb 


of God, and the Bride the Lamb's Wife, as the: 


Church is deſigned, Rev. xxi. 9. 

I thought it needleſs here in a prefatory Way 
to offer you a Key for opening this Sung, fince- 
this has been done ſo oft and ſo well already by 
others, and particularly Durham's Book upon it, 
which is ſo. common among many Hands; I re- 
fer the Reader to his Clavis Cantici prefixt to that: 
Book. Mr. Henry ſays, The beſt Key for open- 
ing this Book is the xlvth Pſalm, which we find: 
apply'd to Chri/t in the New Teſtament. And: 
it feems the more fit this Bock be now opened 
in a Way ſuited to that Diſpenſation, ſince (Ci 
is more frequently and clearly repreſented in the 
New Teſtament than in the Old, as the Bride- 


_ groom of his Church and People; ; for which Þ 
might multiply Inſtances, were it needful. 


The Objections of Adverſaries againſt the Di- 
vinity of this Book are but weak and trifling, 
while we are confirmed in the Faith of its Divine 
Extraction and ſpiritual Application to the Mar- 
rage between Chrift and his Church, by the an- 
cient, conſtant and concurring Teſtimony both 
of the Jeroiſb and Chriſtian Church. And hence, 
tho', to carnal Minds, it is a Flower out of which: 
they have extracted Poiſon; yet, to thoſe that 
are ſpirirual, it is ſweeter than the Honey and the 
Honey-Comb; inſomuch that ſome have made it 
the Mark and Characteriſtic of a Saint, to find. 
and experience the ſpiritual Reliſh and quickaing, 
Savour of this Part of Scripture. | 

Profane Wits, who ridicule this lofty Anthem 
as a carnal Epithalamium or Marriage-Song, ſcent: 


to be at a nonplus whether to apply it to Solo- 
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mon's Marriage with the #gyptian Princeſs, or a 
Circaſſian Dame ; but they muſt be yet at agreater 
Loſs what to make of ſome Compliments and 
Commendations given to Solomon's Bride, if they 
were to be properly, and not figuratively, un- 
derſtood. For, how monſtrous and ridiculous 


were it to deſcribe her as having an Head like 


Carmel, Teeth like a Flock of Sheep, a Noſe like 
the Tower of Lebanon looking toward Damaſcus, 
and terrible like an Army with Banners? &c. 
And, if Sc/omon's Chariot were to be underſtood 
properly and materially, of what Matter would 
they ſuppoſe it to be made, when the Midſi of it 
is ſaid to be paved with Love? Or, if Love be no 
material Thing, how ſhall it be a material Cha- 
riot? But this ſacred Song is not the worſe, be- 
cauſe profane and wanton Wits abuſe it, and en- 
deavour to faſten their abſurd and obſcene Senſes 
upon ſome Paſlages of it. It requires indeed, as 
Interpreters acknowledge, a ſober and pious, not 
a fooliſh and laſcivious Reader. It breathes forth 
the hotteſt Flames of Love between Chri/t and 
his People, and has in all Ages of the Church 
been moſt ſweer, comfortable and uſeful to all 


that have read it with ſerious and ſpiritual Eyes. 
One of the Fathers (Athanaſius) comparing this 


Song with other Scriptures of the Old Jeſtament, 


ſays, It is like 7ohn the Baptiſt among the Pro- 
phets : Other Scriptures ſpeak of Chriſt as com- 
ing, and afar off; this ſpeaks of him, and to him, 
as already come, and near-hand : So familiar and 
preſent is he here repreſented both to the Faith 
and Senſe of his People. Zanchins makes this 


Song a Compend and Copy of the ſpiritual Mar- 


ringe with Chriſt. And another great divine 
ü ( Bodtus 
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{ Bodius in Eph.) calls it ipfius fidei & Religionis 


Chriſtiane medulla, the very Marrow and Sub- 
ſtance of Faith and Chriſtianity itfelf. And 
therefore I hope it will not be reckoned an un- 
profitable Work or Service, to open up in a 
| | homely Poeſy, ſunk to the Level of vulgar Capa- 
. cities, the great Goſpel-Myſteries contained in 
; S this allegorical Scripture, and in a Strain ſuited to 
, the New-Teſtament Diſpenſation. 

| This Eſſay, ſerious Reader, being the Fruit. 
| of ſome Study and Application only at Leiſure- 
41 hours, is, on this Account, the Work of ſeveral 
1 F Years; and tho' Occaſions had allowed, yet the 
i | 


Nature of the Study, however pleaſant in itſelf, 

| was more ſevere both to Body and Mind, than to 

- ; have allowed a continued Progreſs in it without 
- many Intermiſſions till it was finiſhed. Some 
8 Parts of this Compoſure being therefore at ſome 
8 Vears Diſtance from other Parts of it, it is poſ- 
t ſible ſome diſcerning and judicious Readers will 
h | obſerve that ſome of the Texts and Chapters are 
d | 2 explained with more Life and Accuracy than 
h others; which may be eafily accounted for by 
Il every one who knows that the Vein of Poef 
8 and Frame of Spirit is ſubject to various Altera- 


is | tions higher or lower, at different Times. The 
t, | greateſt Defect I have here found myſelf to la- 
"IEP , bour under, was with Reference eſpecially to 
* ö that Spirituality of Frame, Heavenlineſs of 
n, | Mind, and cloſe Communion with Chriſt, that 
1d | an Eſſey to open this ſacred Divine Song 
th required; fince in it the Believer's moſt inti- 

118 F Fellowſhip with this glorious Bridegroom 
r- s repreſented under ſo many figurative Expreſ- 
ne ons. However it has been my earneſt Deſire 
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ſometimes, That my Labour in this might not be 
in vain in the Lord, but that it might contribute 
thro' the Divine Bleſſing, to the Inſtruction, 
Edification, and Comfort of the Lord's People, 
eſpecially ſuch as have little Acceſs to read large 
Comments upon this ſacred Song; and particu- 
larly thoſe of the Congregation which I have 
ſo long had a ſpecial Concern in, and Relation 
to, and to whom J have but very ſeldom preached 
upon Texts in this Book of the Song of Solomon. 
It muſt be owned there are great Depths in. 
this allegorical Scripture, the Letter whereof 
kills.thoſe that reſt in that, and look no further ;. 
but the Spirit thereof giveth Life, 2 Cor. iii. 6. 
cn vi. 63. and that it requires great Pains and 
aution to point out the Meaning of the Holy 
Ghoſt, in every Part of this poetical Book, and 
in applying the Figures and Similes therein to the 
ſeveral Graces and Virtues of the Bridegroom and 
the Bride; and therefore I have not admitted of 
any private Thought or Imagination of mine 
own in the Interpretation of this notable Part 
of holy Scripture, without obſerving my View 
thereof to be agreeable with the Judgment of 
ſound Commentators upon it, Though they 
could afford me little Help as to the Form, yet 
from them I willingly collected Materials. Nor 
did I venture to make a Paraphraſe upon any one 
Verſe here, till I had once conſulted them, and 
was ſatisfied that I ſhould not deviate from the 
Current of Orthodox Writers, their Judgment 
upon it, of which you have here a Sum. Tho' 
yet the Paraphraſe is the longer, that I have not 
only enlarged moſt upon theſe Places that I reck- 
oned were moſt emphatical, but allo touched - 
. the 
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the Connection of one Verſe and Purpoſe with. 
another, where I thought it was neceſſary for the 

Illuſtration of the Scope. Nor have J paſt over 

any one Verſe, however more briefly treated: 

than others, without giving ſome plain View of 
the Meaning and Import of it.. And, if more 
ſeem to be ſaid upon any Verſe in this Song than 
is directly imported in it, I hope it will be reck- 
oned no great Fault, if what is ſaid be evident! 

deducible from it, or neceſſary for the further Ex- 
plication. of it, and for adapting this Paraphraſe 
upon an Old-teſtament Song to a New: teſtament 

Diſpenſation. Beſides, the Senſe being cramped 

and contracted within the narrow Bounds of 

common Metre, has ſometimes made the Repe- 
tition (tho' not of Words, yet) of Matter unavoid- 
able: And tho' every Explication is but an ame 
pliſied Circumlocution, yet I have uſed as few 

Repetitions as could conſiſt with my Deſign of 

conveying a clear Idea of the Meaning. 

I thought fit to ſet down the Scripture-text at 
large before the Paraphraſe, partly that every one 
even of thoſe who would hardly be at the Pains 
to conſult their Bibles, might have an Opportu- 
nity to compare the Text and the Paraphraſe to- 
gether; and partly that there might be Occaſion 
to mark upon the Margin ſome of the different 

Readings that the original Text admits of, which 

I endeavour alſo not to neglect in the Paraphraſe. 


| Books juſt publiſhed by E. Dirty, at the 
| KRoſe and Crown in the Poultry. 


J. Collection of Sermons from various impor- 
tant Subjects, and on divers Occaſions, 
preached ſome by the reverend Ebeneziy Erſkine, | 
M. A. late Miniſter of the Goſpel at Stirling, and 
others by the reverend Ralph Erſtine M. A. late Mi- | 
| niſter of the Goſpel at Dumfermlin; with a recom- q 
| mendatory Preface: By the reverend Mr. Thomas ö 
| Bradbury; in three large Volumes octavo. Price 
bound in Calf, 155. | | 1 
N. B. The upiverſal Satisfaction that experienced 
Chriſtians of all Denominations have expreſſed ; 
from the Peruſal of thele Authors ; particularly F 
the reverend Mr. James Hervey in his Theron and 
Ajtafio, Vol. III. Page 358 ſays; Was I to 
« read in order to refine my Taſte or improve 
e my Stile, I would prefer Biſhop Atterbury's 
« Sermons, Doctor Bates's Works, or Mr. Seœed's 
« Diſcourſes, But was I to read with a fing'e 
View to the Edification of my Heart ia tree 
Faith, ſolid Comfort and evangelical Holineſs, 
« | would have Recourſe to Mr. Eine, aid 
take his Volumes for my Guide, my Compa- 
„ nion, and my own familiar Friend: And the 
Encouragement already given to tae Sale of theſe 
Sermons leave no Room to doubt, but that this 
new Edition will be acceptable to the Public, 
eſpecially as they contain the higheſt evangelical 
Truths handled in a practical Manner, | 
H. Goſpel Sonnets : or Spiritual Songs, in ſix Parts. 
1. The Believer's Eſpouſal 2. The Believer's Join- 
ture. 3. The Believer's Riddle. 4. The Believer's 
Lodging. 5. The Believer's Soliloquy. 6. The Be- 
liever's Principles, concerning Creation and Re- 
demption, Law and Goſpel, Juſtification and Sanc- 
tiication, Faith and Senſe, Heaven and Earth. By 
the late reverend Mr. Ralph Hiſcine, the fixth Edi- 
tion, with large Additions and great improvements. 
Price bound in Calf, 2 8. in pluin biet, 15. 6d. 
N. B. See the Catalogue at the End ef this Book, 


1 


; 


Nee SP We at Wea dg 2 Wan Wm 
RE A Rf od Refi Baſt 


A ELL 
PARAPHR ASE, 
OK | | 
Explicatory POEM, 
_ UPON 


The SONG OF SOLOMON. 
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CHAP. I. "The Title. 


Verſe 1. The Song of Songs, which is Solomon's. 


I. 
HE Choice of Anthems + exquiſite, 
From Sol mon's ſacred Pen, 
Which doth to heav'nly Love excite 
The Souls of holy Men. 
3 


Its Characters divine evince, 


And evidently clear, 
A wiſer King, a greater Prince, 
Than Solomon is here. | 
Who 


+ Songs. 


bl 
: 


19 A Poarapbraſe on 


Who from above did animate 
And with celeſtial Flame 

Inſpire the Song, to equal that 
Of Ao ſes and the Lamb. 


4. 
This to the Lamb's fair Bride belongs, 
To ſound on all her Strings 


With tuneful Harp, the Song of Songs 
To Chriſt the King of Kings. 


— 


The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 2. Let him kiſs me with the Kiſſes of hit 


Mouth. For thy Love Þ is better than Wine, 
. 

Let him who in my Room and Place 
Did act the kindeſt Part, 

The God of Love, the Prince of Peace, 
The Victor of my Heart. 

With ſweet Indearments from above 
Let him my Soul embrace; 

To ſhew my Int'reſt in his Love, 
And manifeſt his Grace. 


5 * 
With Bleſſings of thy Mouth divine 


O may I favour'd be 
More precious is thy Love than Wine; 
More ſweet than Life to me. 


4 
I was among the trait'rous Crew 


Doom'd to eternal Fire, 


When 
1 Feb. thy Loves. 


n 


When he, to pay the Ranſom, flew 


Then mounts the Throne, with mighty Charms 


Are Pardons, Promifes, and Seals 


Pod 
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On Wings of ſtrong Deſire. 


2 
Jeſus the God, with naked Avid, 
Hangs on a Croſs and dies, 


'I” embrace me from the Skies. 
6. 
His Mouth delicious, Heav'n reveals; 
His Kiſſes from above 


Of everlaſting Love. 


Ver. 3. Becauſe of the Savour of thy good Oints 
ments, thy Name is as Ointment poured forthg 
therefers do the Vi 12 love the. 


The Oil of Gladneſs 15 of Grace, 
On thee pour'd largely forth, 

Does ſpread around in ev'ry Place 
Thy Savour and 70 Worth. 


Like precious Oil diffus a, thy Name 
Along ſuch Odour ſends; 

That hence from Virgin-Souls a Flame 
Of holy Love aſcends. 


Thy Love to them, 4 ſhed abroad, 
So much inflames their Heart 

With Love to thee; that thou their God 
Their Darling alſo art. 


4. 
O ſav' ry Names ! The Prophet Kind, 
Anointed to inſtruct, 
Wo 
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Who by his Counſel leads the Blind, 
To glory will conduct, 


Th' anointed Prieſt, by ſolemn Vow, 
| Did once for Sin atone: 
The Blood, that was the Price, is now 
The Plea before the Throne. 
6. 
Th. anointed King, to bear the Sway, | 
And daſh the rebel Foes, 
To make the feeble win the Day, 
Tho' Death and Hell oppole. 


Each Virgin-Tongue wk Pleaſure ſings 
FThy laſting Honours, thus; 
& Jeſus our Prophet ever brings 
«© 'The Light of Life to us. 
“ Teſus our Prieft for ever lives 
«© To plead for us above. 
« Jeſus our King for ever gives 
«© The Bleflings of his Love.” 


Ver. 4. ' Draw me, we will run after thee : 
I. 
No Strength to come to thee have I, 
| Yea, Lord, no Will to move; 
Till Pow'r divine my Bonds unty, 
And draw with Cords of Love. 
Ee, 2. 

O draw me, Jeſus, by thy Grace, 
Allure me by thy Charms; 
Then we will run to thine Embrace, 

And flee into thine Arms. 


| My 
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My Zeal will other ep excite 
When I am drawn to thee ; 
With Virgin-Saints will Sinners meet, 

And run along with me. 


——-Ibe King hath brought me into his 
Chambers; we will be glad and rejoice in 
thee. 


1. 
The 0 0 King whom I beſought, 
Anon my Cry did hear; 
Me to his Preſence-Chamber brought, 
And kindly drew me near. 
2. 
T hen ev'ry Thing that did annoy, 
While I his Abſence mourn'd, 
So quickly vanith'd into Joy, 
My Grief to Gladneſs turn'd. 


We'll now exult in-thee, 0 King, 
Wich holy Cheartulnels ; 

Our Hearts will joy, our Lips will ſing, 
Our Lives will praiſe expreſs, 


——/ will remember thy Love more than 
Mine: The Upright love thee. 
15 

Our prateful Mem'ries will record 

This matchleſs Love of thine, 
And keep the Reliſh thereof, Lord, 

Beyond the richeſt Wine. 
5 | 2. | | 
Tho! Fools abound, who nor deſire 

Nor Pleaſure fix on thee ; 
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Let Wiſdom's Children all conſpire 
To love and joy with me. | 


Th' Upright without Decett, that prove 
Like Gold without Alloy, 

Make thee the Object of their Love, 
And Center of their Joy. 


Ver. 5. 1 amBlack, but comely, O ye Dauzhters 
of Ferujal:m, as the Tents of Kedar, as the 
Curtains of Solomon. 

. I. 
Ye that Profeſſors are at large, 
Or that are weak in Grace, 
Take no Offence at me, I charge, 
Nor at my ſwarthy Face, 
2. 
Shun not to come and ſhare with mc 
Both in my Love and Joy, 
| Becauſe my Viſage black ye ſee 
Wich Sin and fore Annoy. 


Tho' in myſelf I'm black indeed, 
And in my outward Lot; 

Yet in my lovely, glorious Head 
I'm fair without a Spot. 


4. 
Duſky like Kedar Tents am I, 
O ye of Salem's Race; 
But yet with So/-0x's Curtains vie 
For Comelineſs by Grace. 


| er. . Look not upon me, becauſe I am black, 
| Vhecauſe the Sun hath looked upon me. My Mo- 
ther's Children were angry With me.. 

1 Then 


the Song, of SOLOMON, 
I. 

Then gaze not with diſdainful Eyes 

On me in Sable clad ; 

Nor flight my Beauty fair; that lies 

Within the gloomy Shade. 


2. 

No Wonder I ſo black became, 
| If ye the Cauſe will note: 
For fore ſun-burnt and ſcorch'd I am 

With Perſecution hot. 


Falſe Brethren, that I Race, 

My Mother's Sons untrue, 

In Race caſt Duſt upon my Face, 
And ſully'd all my Hue, 


| „ 

They pour'd on me what open Shame 

| 'Fheir Malice could conceive ; 
With foul Reproaches flain'd my Name, 
And us'd me like a Slave. 


They made me the Keeper of the Vine- 


yards, but mine own Vineyard have 1 net 
kept. 


They of their F me the Drudge 
Oppreſt with cruſhing Care: 

Such e Labours, ye may judge, 

My Beauty much impair. 
2. 

Yea, while, alas! thus toil'd, I flept, 
And Sloth my Watch remov d, 

I've not my proper Vineyard kept, 

| My Talents not improv'd. 


But 


— - — — — * 
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But tho' my Folly hath 15 marr'd, 
And wrought my own Diſtreſs; 
Vet be not at Religion ſcarr'd, 
Nor ſtumbled at my Bliſs. 


4. 
For *gainſt myſelf I bear Record, 
'That hence my Slav'ry flows : 
While I neglect to ſerve my Lord, 
I'm left to ſerve my Foes. 
Ver. 7. Tell me, O thou whom my Soul loveth, 
where thou fredeſt * and where thou makeſt thy 
Flocks to reft at Noon, ——— 


1 | 
When Sins and Suff rings work my Grief, 
And both depreſs me fo, 
My Lord alone can give Relief; 
To him I therefore go. 


2. | 
O thou the Darling of my Heart, 
My Soul's beloved One, 
Who Iſrabel's kindly Shepherd art, 
— Thy Paths to me make known. 


O ſhew me where thy Flocks are fed, 
Where doſt thou cauſe them eat, 

And where thou giv'ſt' em Reſt and Shade 
At Noon, from ſcorching Heat. 


4. 
The Paſture's fat, the Shelter vaſt, 
That does thy Sheep incloſe; 


Fain would J feed in their Repaſt, 


And reſt in their Repoſe. 
For 


"OS The Word is here active, 


5 S 
<# 
4 
5 
4 
| 
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For why ſhould I be as one that turneth 
aſide by the Flocks f thy Companions. 


Ts 
For why ſhould I, that am thy Bride, 
Be left to ſtarve and ſtray, 
Or ſeem as one that turns aſide 
To any crooked 1 95 


All other Loves my Soul abhors, 
Thy Rivals I diſdain; 

With Flocks of thy Competitors 
Why ſhould I wander then ? 


all the feign'd Companions hate, 
They are a Bane to me; 

My Soul affects no other Mate, 
No other Lord, but thee. 


4. 
O if I knew thy fix'd Abode, 
I'd lodge for ever there; 
Where may I then enjoy my God? 


O tell me, tell me where! 


CHRIS T's Words. 
Ver. 8. If thou know not, O thiu faireſt among 
Women, go thy Way forth by the Fo t/lep- 


of the Flock, and feed thy Kids beſide the 
Shepherds Tents, 


„ 
O thou my Bride, whom I eſteem 
The fairelt of thy Race, 


However black thy Form may ſeem, 


While Griefs do veil thy Grace; 
3 Dot 
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Doſt thou not know, my lovely Bride, 
The Shadow of the Rock, 

Nor Paſtures green where! abide, 
And feed my little Flock? 


Come follow my ditedting Grace 
Which I afford to thee ; 

I'll lead thee to the ſweeteſt Place 
Of Fellowſhip with me. 


3 4. 
That hence thy Feet may never ſwerve, 
Nor fall in Snares and Wreck, 
The Footſteps of the Flock obſerve, 
And follow thou the Track. . 


See how they climb the Rock in Droves, 


To ſocial Worſhip prone ; 
And forthwith haunt retiring Groves, 
To meet with me alone. 

6 ; 
Keep thou the beaten good old Path, 
Yet new and living Way, 
Which all my Saints have trode by Faith, 

And Prayer, Night and Day. 


Tho' none of their d Eſcapes 
Mult be a Rule to thee, 

Yet follow them in all the Steps 
Wherein they follow me. 
And, while my Under-ſhepherds Tents 

Are kept in good Repair, 
Attend them ſtill ; for Heav'n preſents 
My choiceſt Dainties there. 


Theſe 


ec 


Thus, that thy Feet no more appear 


| But they ſhall know to their Remorſe, ith 
To fight with Phara hs Chariot-horſe, 
0 8 2 
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Theſe holy Outioances are 
The Paſtures of my Grace: 
There feaſt fei nor thence debar 
Thy little tender Race. 
I ©. 
Bring Children, Servants, all thy Kids 
"Alone, to feed with thee; 
Thy Lord all Comers welcome bids 
In Offers full and tree. | 
1 
Make al within thy Charge to haunt 
Theſe goodly Tents of mine; 
For there my Feaſts of Love I grart, 
To nourith thee and thine, 
L's. 


With other Flocks to roam 
In theſe my beſt Incloſures here, 
Stay, till J bring thee home. 


Ver. 9. I have Þ+ compared the, O my Love, 
to a Company of Horſes in Fharaolt's Cha- 1 
ots. | | 71 

1. ; : | i ly” 

My Love, on whom the Stream unſpent 5 

Of my Affection flows; 1 
Mine Ears have heard the heavy Plaint it 
About thy haughty Foes : | 

2. 


Their War had better be 
5 ban dare to fight with thee. 


+ Or made thee like to. 


As warlike Horſes laugh at Fear, N 
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To that well harneſt Wel Rout MO 
I have thy Strength compar'd; 1 
Becauſe my Armour round about 

Is thy defenſive Guard. | 


Thou may'ſt contemn the burniſht Spear, 
When brandiſht in the Field; 


And mock the glitt'ring Shield. 


This wing' d Array 1 ſwiftly dam ps 
The Foes that thee defy, 

Than conquering Chariots through the Camps 
On thund'ring Wheels that fly. 
6. | 

Weak in thyſelf thou art, but well 
In me reſides thy Might: 

Therefore, the Pow'rs of Earth and Hell 
Need never thee affripht. 


Ver. 10. Thy Cheeks are comely with Rows of 
Fewels, thy Neck with Chains of Gold. 
5 I. h 

My Love, I heard thee alſo moan 
Thy Beauty marr'd and ſpilt; 

And ftile thyſelt a lothſome one, 

Deform'd with Sin and Guilt, 

| oy 

But as my Blood does counterpoiſe, 
And all thy Guilt diſplace 

So Jetbel-graces, Golden-joys 


Do b:autify thy Jace. 


Each Virtue that thy Dreſs beſpeaks 
Doth thee more richly deck, Than 


"hail 
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Than Rows of Gems adorn the Checks, 
Or Chains of Gold the Neck. 


DS 

An Order juſt thy Graces do 
Like ev'nly Rows maintain 

By mutual cloſe Connection too, 
They're link'd as in a Chain. 


Thou haſt thy Royal Cort to thank, 
That thee a Moor betroth'd ; 
And then conform to higheſt Rank, 
With Gold and Jewels cloth'd. 
6. 
To make thy Cheeks and Neck ſo fair, 
Mine gave l to the Stroke; 


My Cheeks to them that pluckt the Hair, 


My Neck to Juſtice? Block. 


Ver. 11. We will make * thee Borders of Gold, 


with Studs of Silver. 


I. | 
Object not, faying, How ſhall T, 


So weak, ſo black a Swain, 
Such Beauties in the divine Lye, 

Or furniſh, or maintain ? 

2. 

For with unite] Pow'r divine, 

We, FATHER, SON and SP'RIT, 
Do ſtand engag'd thee to reüne, 

And make thy Form compleat. 


Keep thou no finite Fow'rs in View, 
To grace and deck thee thus; 


B 3 | Crea. 


* The Word uſed for making Man at firſt, Ger. i. 6. 
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Creation- work, both old and new, | 
Belongs to none but US. | 


WE'll make thee yet more radiant Gems 
Of Grace, without thine Aid, 
| To fence thy Robe, like golden Hems 
| With Silver Studs inlaid. 


35 
Thy growing Grace ſhall thrive, and bear 
A perfect Crop at length; 
Vet by no Might within thy Sphere, 
But OUR concurring Strength. 
6 


Thy Gold and Silver Ornament 
Muſt ſtrong and laſting prove; 
For lo, it is th* pow'rful Vent 
Of our eternal Love. 


Of old, the gocd, the” aevk THREE ONE, 
Did jointly take thy Part; 
Thy naked Soul WE thought upon, 
With Pity in OUR Heart. 
VE keld a Council for thy Good, 
Where I, without a Sob, 
Did chuſe a Veſture dipt in Blood, 
To buy thy golden Robe. 


The CHURCH 's Words. 


14 Ver. 12. IVhile the King fitteth at his Tables 
„ my Spikenard fendeth forth the Smell thereof* 
if Lo! Zion's King array'd in State, 

N And Love his luring Veſt, 

Io Ras | 

i | Makes 
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Makes ample Grace his royal Treat, 
5 And me his welcome Gueſt. 
2. 
When this his ſplendid Table-head 
Ils with his Preſence crown'd, 
My Graces then like "pikenard ſpread 
Their grateful Odours round, 


With joyful Heart I mile and ſing, 
Ech Grace doth riſe and run; 

As languid Plants revive and ſpring 
In Preſence of the Sun. 


If he withdraw they fade and faint, 
Their Vigour is reftrain'd; _ 

But, by his ſweet Return, their Scent. 
And Savour is regain'd, 


| 5 
E | While at his royal Feaſt he fits, 
| Such Verdure freſh is giv'n, 
T hat ev'ry Sprig of Grace emits 
A fragrant Smell of Heav'n. 
Gp 
My glad AﬀeCtions leap and dance, 
When with a ſmiling Face, 
The King does ſpread and countenance 


The Table of his Grace, 


8 | Ver. 13. A Bundle of Myrrh is my JFell-te- 
5 Loved unto me; he ſhall lie ail Night betwixt 
bes my Breaſts. 


E 
No Wonder that my Spikenard ſmells : 
do ſweetly when he comes; 4D 
akes | „ His 


. er og — 


— — — 
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His Love, that caſts the Scent, excells 
'The choiceſt of Perfumes. 
2 
Faith, Love and Joy begin to tir, 
And ſpread their Odours high, 
When Jeſus, like a Bunch of Myrrh, 


Does i in my Boſom lie, 


From this enſolded Bundle flies 
His Savour all abroad: 

Such complicated Sweetneſs lies 
In my incarnate God. 


4. 
Abundant Virtue here I ſee 
Toev'ry Caſe adapt; 
The Fulneſs of a Deity 
Is in the Bundle wrapt. 


Yea, in my well-beloved Lord 
This Flenitude divine, 
Is for my Tſe and Comfort ſftor'd z 
For he himſelf is mine. 
6. 
And has he deign's thus from above 
To ſhew his glorious Charms? 
III hold him fa# by Faith and Love, 
As in my folde Arms. 


My Heart and 1 he reſts, 
No other Love ſhall know; 
There he embrac'd ſhall lie, while laſts 
The Night of Sin and Woe. 

This ſweet Repoſe ſhall wear away 
The Shadows of the Night, 
Until 


1 
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Until the Dawning of the Day 
Of everlaſting * 


Ver. 14. dy Beloved is unto me as a C ur of 
+ Camphire in the V. 1 of En-gedi. 


My veſt Belov'd, to —_— the Wings 
Of my Aﬀections flee, 

Is ſweeter than the ſweeteſt Things 
Of Heav'n ine * to me. 


In Vineyards of fol Ego 

Are Camphire Cluſters ſweet: 
How infinitely more is he, 

In whom I am compleat ? 


When vin and Weak my Conſcience prel- 5 
He ſtandeth for my Good, 

A Cluſter full of Righteoufncis, 
And Wrath-appeaſing Blood. 


4. 

Still freſh in View, I may deſign 
His dying Love to me, 

Like Myrrh and Camphire, ſweet and fine, 
New bleeding from the Free. 


By Faith J eat the Cluſicr preſt, 
And drink the Blood ie ſpilt: 
Of all Love Banquets, here's the beit, 
Atonement for my Guilt, 
6. 


To me this Bleeding Love of his 
_ Shall ever precious be; 


B 5 What- 


+ nber, the ſame Word that ſignifi an Atone- 
ment Or Propitiation, 
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Whatever he to others is, 


He's all in all to me. 


— —— 


2 


"CHRIST's Words. 
Ver. 15. 


Behold, thou art fair, my Love; be- 
Hold, thou art fair, thou haſt Doves Eyes, 
| = 
What! Is thy Heart a Bed of Reſt 

A Room reſerv'd for me? 
Behold, I come to be thy Gueſt, 

And vent my Heart to thee, 


2. 
My Truth, that can't the falſe Decoy 
Of flatt'ring Lips approve, 
Aſſerts to elevate thy Joy, 


Thou art my pleaſant Love. 


Lo, thou art fair, lo, thou art fair; 
_ "Twice, fair thou art, I ſay; 
My Righteouſneſs and Graces are 


Thy double bright Array, 


Tho? thou a ſpotted Ry 
And black, thyſelf doſt ſee : 
Yet, as a Mark of my Regard, 
I'll fee no Spot in thee, 


When to a Dog of jo Avail 
il Thou humbly doſt compare, 
1 And call thyſelf a Miſs of Hel), 
| F Evv'n then I call thee fair. 


5 6 
Buc ſince thy Faith c 
6 


an hardly own 
My Beauty put on thee ; 


oY | 


Be- 
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Behold ! Behold ! twice be it known, 
Thou art all fair in me. 


75 
I ſee the Beauty of the Dove 
Within thy Soul that lies; 
Affections there exactly move, 
Like Turtles charming Eyes. 
So modeſt, humble, pure and chaſte, 
And faithful to their Mate ; 
On me alone they fix and reſt, 
And all my Rivals hate. 


—_—___—_—. 


The CHURCH' Words. 
Ver. 16. Behold, thou art fair, my Beloved, 
yay pleaſant : — 
I. 
What Wonders, Lord, doſt chou perform, 
That ſtoopeſt thus ſo low, 
Jo put thy Beauty on a Worm, 
And then commend it ſo? 
2. | 
What! doſt thou praiſe a native Black ? 
{ bluſh to find it true: 
O lend me Words, to render back 
The Praiſe to na 'tis due. 


Lo! my Beloved; THOU, ev'n THOU 
Art infinitely far 


Vea, altogether pleaſant too, 
And ſweet beyond compare. 


All divine Comelineſs in thee | 
Moſt gloriguſly does ſhine 
| V hat 
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What Beauty thou commends in me, 
Is but the Shade of thine. 


Doſt thou applaud * little Stream 
That from thy Fullneſs roſe ? 

How highly then ſhould I eſteem 
'The Fountain whence it flows! 

6. 
How ſhall I thee extol, my God ? 
It ſhames me to be mute, 

When thou exalts a lothſome Clod, 

Wrapt in a borrow'd Suit. 


But who, alas! can Words invent, 
To magnify thy Grace? 

Seraphic Pencils cannot paint 
The Beauties of thy Face. 

* 
May my delighted Eye ſtill gaze 
On charming Pleaſures here; 

And whit I cannct loudly praiſe, 

Fl ſilently admire. 


Aiſe our Bed is green. 
I. h 
How can my Tongue the Favours hide 
That thus my Heart attach? 
For never was a worthleſs Bride 
So happy in her Match. 


2. 

Beſides, his Perſonage fo great, 
His Equipage is fine; 

His Furniture and Bed of State, 
For Fellowſhip divine. 


Where 
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Where here his Love abroad is ſhed, 
My Soul, his chearful Gueſt, 
Sleeps in his Arms, as in a Bed 
Of holy Joy and Reſt. 
If Wiſdom in a Myſtery 
Will Heav'n to Hell betroth, 
Th' enſuing Miracle muſt be 
One Bed to ferve us both. 


What Kindneſs here he does avouch, 
No mortal Tongue can tell: 
The Heir of Heav'n has made a Couch 
Te hug an Heir of Hell. 
6. 
Lo, this our Bed of ſweet Solace, 
Green like the verdant Field, 
Abundant Fruits of Holineſs 
Does by his Bleſſing yield. 


To deck our Bed of ae Loves, 
Buds of the Spring conveen ; 
My pregnant Soul ſo fertile proves, 
I'm like an Olive green. 
8. 
Fair Bloſſoms of indulgent Grace 
That ſhade the Temple round, 
With lively Verdure paint the Place, 
And ſpread. the holy Ground. 


Ver. 17. The Beams of our Houſe are Cedar, and 
our + Rafters of || Fir, 
Our 


+ Or Galleries, || Or Gref. 
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1. 
Our nuptial-bed in Zion ſtands, 
Within our royal Court: 
For there the Bleſſing God commands, 
There is his lov'd Reſort. 
. 
Our ſtstely Dwelling houſe excels 
The Seats of mortal Kings; 
Whoſe pompous Courts are nothing elſe 
But ſpacious empty Things. 


Their gaudy G ſhrinks away 
Within their with'ring Bow'rs; 

No gilded Houſe of mould'ring Clay 
Is ſure and ſtrong like ours. 


The holy Cov'nant Heav'n commands 
With Promifes of Note; 

By which our Houſe compacted ſtand-, 

Are Beams that never rot. 


No Cedar-wood from Lebanon, 
Nor Fir ſo firm endures, 

As theſe our Rafters, which alone 
Almighty Pow'r ſccures. 

6. 

Thus ſtabliſht even our lower Courts, 

Def the Gates of Hell; 

For eveilaſting Strength ſupports 
The Dome wherein we dwell. 


In precious Cypreſs GW ries here 
We walk along in State 
Such are the Ordinances dear 
Of my imperial Mate, 


In 


1 
| [. 
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8. 4 
In theſe ſweet Manſions of his Grace, 
I'll walk with great Delight, 
Till he prepare a nobler Place, 
To walk with him in white. 


anne 
"© H A F. II. 


CHRIST" Words. 


Ver. 1. I am the Reſe of Sharon, and the Lily 
of the Valleys. 


1. 
UCH tainted Air from Adam's Bow'r, 
0 O'er curſed Mankind blows, 
That no green Bed, nor iav'ry Flow'r, 
In Nature's Defart grows. 
2. 
Thou then that ſings the verdant Bed, 
Adorn'd with Flow'rs of Grace; 
Come ſee the Roſe and Lily ſpread, 
That thus perfumes the Place. 


I, JESUS, am the h Roſe, 
That healing Odours yields ; 

And free for common Profit grows, 
In Sharon s Open Field, 


4. 
That all who pleaſe, may freely come, 
Of lapſed human Race; 
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And ſhare the ſanative Perfume, 
That ſuits their ſickly Caſe, 


5. 
My bleeding Love ſo oft expreſt 
To guilty Sinners, ſhews 
A Beauty in my bloody Veſt, 
Beyond the ruddy Roſe. 
©: 


Should I to comely Flow'rs compare 
The Peauties of my Face, 

Roſes and Lilies, red and fair, 
Would ſtrive in it for Place. 


But what's my common Paint, caſt &er 
The Bloſloms of the Field? 
Tho' Solomon in all his Glore 


Muſt to their Splendor yield. 
8 ö 


Their comely Form but ſerves to foil 
The Flow'r of Flowr's above, 

Sprung from the hotteſt heav'nly Soil, 
My Father's fervent Love; 


g. 
Who thence the Lily did tranſlate 
To Valleys here below, 
That Virtue from my humbled State 

To ſinful Worms might flow: 
10. 
And that in Vales of Miſcry 
«> When with'ring Conforts fail, 
The Roſe of Heav'n might alſo be 
The Lily of the Vaie. 


Ver. 2. As the Lily among the Thirns, ſo is my 


Leve among the Daughters, 


While 


the Song of SOLOMON, 


While I the Roſe and Lily fair, 
Join'd, as my Title claim, 


41 


My Love, the Bride, muſt have a Share 


Of my enamel'd Name. 
| 4. | 
Mine Image ſhe ſo karinleſh bears 
Amidſt a furious broil; 
She as a Lily fair appears 
Ev'n in a thorny Soil. 


oy 
Among the Daughters of Deſpite, 
The Offspring of the Earth, 
Her Lily-form, ſo lovely white, 
Shews her ſuperior Birth. 


Beſet with Briers that pierce and pain, 


Yet precious in my Ve, 
She pure and harmleſs daes remain 
Among the noxious Crew. 


LÞ 
The whole of Satan's Children are 


A Field of huitiul T horns, 
Enrag'd by Hell, to ſcratch and mar 
The Flow'r that Heay'n adorns. 
| 6. 
But I'll provide in this Tur moil 
My Lily with a Shield; 
And afterward a better Soil, 
My glorious Azure F icld, 
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Ver. 3. As the Apple- tree among the Trees «/ 
the dea fo 18 my Beloved among the Sons 


IF 


1. | 
My deareſt Love has won my Heart 
With his + melliluous Tongue; 
That gives unworthy me a Part, 
Both in his Name and Song. 


2. 
He to my Need, his Names doth ſuit, 
As if he could not be 
A Roſe and Lily of Repute, 
Without adorning me. 


His fav'ry Titles thus made known, 
In ſuch endearing Ways, 

As wrap my Name within his own, 
Provoke my Heart to Praiſe, 


4. 
Awake, my soul, commend his Grace, 
And ſing che living Tree, 


Who by ſuch” Apples of Solace 


Commends himſelf to thee. 


| 55 
Above the Daughters of the Earth 
Does he extol thy Name? 
Above the Sons of higher Birth 
I will his Praiſe proclaim, 


0. 


As Garden Apple trees excel 


The Foreit's barren Race, do 


＋ Sweetly eloquent. 
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So ſhines my Lord o'er Mortals all, 
With a ſuperior Grace. 


— 41 His Fruit ſo ſweet, bil F Form ſo fair, 

| His healing Leaves ſo broad ; 

This Tree of Life bears no Compare 
With Sons of Men, or God. 

| | 8. 

Created Shrubs, wild Gourds be gone, 
I climb. a higher Trees :- 

Jeſus, the living God, alone 
Yiclds Shade and Sap to me. 


T ſat dewn under his Shadow With 
freer. Delight, and his Fruit was ard 10 


my Taſte, 


1. 
What Fool ſoever diſagrees, 

My ſweet Experience proves, 
That Jeſus is the Tree of Trees, 
Among a Thouſand Groves, 

| 45 | 
From Paradiſe, wherein he grows, 

He ſpreads his Branches 7g 
To give ſweet Shade for my Repoſe, 

Sweet Fruit for my Repaſt. 


. | 
When ſore fatigu'd, I fat by Faith 
Beneath his cooling Shade, 
Screen'd from the Heat of ſcorching Wrath, 


My ſhelter'd Soul was glad, 


3 7 
The Shadow of his Righteouſneſs, 
vo | 'The Covert of his Blood, 


When 
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When conſcious Guilt and Dread oppreßs, 
A happy Peace conclude. 


This Shadow ſhields Ls from the Fire 
That ſtrikes the Dread and Awe; 
The burning Flames of divine Ire, 
And Sinai's fiery Law. 
6. 
Such Shelter this thick Shade imparts, 
That no Temptation fierce, 
No feather'd Shafts, nor fiery Darts, 
Can once the Shadow pierce. 


When Chri/t my 8 is interpos'd 
 : Hetwee': the Flames and me, 
My joyful Heart and Lips unclos'd, 
Adore the glorious Tree. 
8. 
No worn) Tongue can ſpeak the Bliſs 
That in his Shade is giv'n; 
For then I'm ſafe from all Oiſtreſs, 
And taſte an early Heav'n. 


The Tree does with etal Food 
My fainting ooul ſolace, 
With Frui:is, the Purchaſe uf his Blood, 
The Apples of his Grace. 
IO. 
O here's the Free of Lite, that gives 
| The Virtue Sinners need | 
Enliv'ning Fruit, and healing Leaves, 
To raiſe and cure the Dead, 
1 
Pardons, and Promiſes, and Joys 
Upon his Branches grow; 


Which, 


ts | 
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Which, bending down with gentle Poiſe, 
Unload themſclves below. 
12. 
Laden with Grace, his Fruit he drops, 
And ſpreads my Table o' er, 
To pleaſe my Taſte, and feed my Hopes, 
Until I feaſt in Glore. 


Ver. 4. He brought me to the + hangueting 
Houſe, and his 98 80 over me was Love. 


Who but my Lord, the living Tree, 
My Leader allo 18, 

That brings me near to taſte and ſee 
This Love and "OO of his ? 


Becauſe my Fall, he kindly thought, 
Did Nature's Pow'r diſplace ; 

To his Wine-Cellars ] was brought 
By his almighty Grace. 


3: 
Brought from his Garden, to his Houſe, 


To talte more Joy divine; 
From ſipping of the Apple Juice, 
To drink the ſpiced Wine. 


5 4. 
With ſweet and raviſhing Solace 
my Soul was feaſted there, 
In Ordinances of his Grace, 
The Houſe of his Repair. 


And lo! the Royal Flap diſplay'd, 
Dy'd with "the bleeding Vine, 
Along my ſolemn Entrance led 
Into his H uſe of Wine. With 
+ Or Houſe of Wine. | 
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5 6. 

With flying Colours did IJ move, 
And march triumphantly; 


For then was Love, victorious Love, 
His Banner lifted high. 


| 'The Signal of his Gides adorn'd 
| That ftately March of mine: 
And for my Entertainment turn'd 
My Water into Wine. 
8. 
ö Love's conqu'ring Flag for War ſo near, 
Did all my Sins ſubdue; 
Love led the Van, Love fenc'd the Rear, 
Love dafſht the heliſh Crew. 


My fainting Heart was giving o'er, 
Fill with his Enſign ſpread, 
My Standard: bearer went before, 

And all the Furies fled. 

10. 

Soul now to Arms; Love fights and wins, 

This Banner guards my Life; 
Almighty Love will ſlay my Sins, 

And end the bloody Strife. 


It. 
Still therefore to purſue the Chace, | 
| Till I triumph above; 
Pl mind the Banquet of his Grace, l 
The Banner of his Love. . 


12. 
With Love he march'd, with Love he led, 
With Love he arm'd my Breaſt; 
With Love he drew, with Love he fed, 
With Love he ctown'd the Feaſt. 5 
e oa 
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Ver. 5. * Stay me with Flagons, comfort me 
with Apples; far am ſick of Love. 
1. 
Lo ! while my Mem' ry does review 
His matchleſs bleeding Love, 
My Spirit falls a bleeding too, 
My Bow<l: melt and move. 
2 | 
O ye whoſe Office is to | heat 
The Veſſels of his Grace; 
Bring Flagons full of Comfort here, 
And Apples of Solace. 


Js 
Large Veſſels fetch without Dælay, 
With Cordials, from above: 


Haſte, ere my Spirits ſwoon away 
I'm fick, I'm fick of Lean. 


I'm overcome, I 1 1 "hail. 5 
„Til! Love ſhall Love religes.s 
More Love Divine the Wound can heal, 
That Love Divine did give. 


The Agent Chriſt MEE view, 
Though now my Soul that: faints, 
In Sickneſs raves of Aid from you, 
That are but Inſiruments. 
6. $ 
Fill out the Wine my Lord did .bleed 
Poe ſtay and ſtrengthen me: | 
The deeper in his Love I wade, 
The ſweeter ſtill is he. 


Str aw 


* Here the Verbs are in the Plural Number, 
Stay ye me, comfoit ye me. + Straw me, 


1 * — _ — — — 
K . — Ron” TE >< — — 


r — 


Sane Ao 


8 


5 — — ' 
2 


— 


— — — — 
— r of 
— 2 atoms 5 — 


— 


„ 
—— 
— — 


— 
—ͤ— — — 


. — — 


. —— 


5 
! 


75 — * Paraphraſe on 


W me with Apples al ons © ; 
Their Taſte dues ſo ſurpriſe. 

I'd lie and roll myſelf among 
Theſe Fruits of Paradiſe. 

8. 

Support this ſinking Heart of mine | 
Beneath a W elght of Love, — 

With living Fruit, and gen'rous Wine | 
From Azure Fields above: | 


I cannot ſurfeit here, nor fiſt, 
Ev*n tho' my Cup run o'er ; 
But feed on Hunger, drink on Thirſt, 
And covet always more. | 


New Feaſts of Love I. folks: to "INN 


And give Love- ſickneſs Eaſe; 


How can I lothe what ſickens me, 


So ſweet is my Diſeaſe ? 
| 11. 
The 1 the Love that T beſpeak, © 
Does Wonders in my Soul: 
For when l'm whole, it makes me ſick ; 
When ſick, it makes me whole. 
a me | 
More of the Joy that makes me faint, 
Would give me preſent Eaſe : 
If more fhould kill me, Pm content 
To die of that Diſeaſe. 


Ver. 6. His ft Hand i is under my 1 and 
his right Hand doth embrace me. 
How ſoon my fainting Soul did cry 


0 or ms to be ws | 80 
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So ſoon my Lord himſelf drew nigh, 
With more than I had ſought. 
2. 
ought Wine-Flagons, but anon 
The Vine drew near to me: 
I fought but Apples in my Swoon, 
And lo, I found the Tree. 


When I on Servants call'd in vain, 
My Lord himſelf with Speed 

Did in his Arms of Love, amain 
Uphold my fainting Head. 


My Heart's Defire is 9 85 . d, 
I have my Royal Gueſt, 


3 And, by his kind Embrace ſuſtain'd 5 


'D63 in his Boſom reſt. 


He does with Joys that can't be told 
My Health and Strength repair, 
And both his Hands about me hold, 
To ſhew his tender Care. 
6. 
His left Hand for my Sup ort he 
Beneath my Head doth place; 
And for my Comfort lendeth me 
His right Hand's ſoft Embrace. 


His Preſence brings a plenteous Show'r 
Of Bleſſings from above; 
For now I'm guarded with his Pow'r, 
And gird d with his Love, 
8. 
For my Solace, *gainſt Sin and Deaths 
I feel his glorious Charms, 


D 


49 


And 
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And for my Safety underneath, 
His everlaſting Arms. 


Ver. 7. {|| charge you, O ye Daughters of Je- 
ruſaleſi, by the Roes, and by the Hinds of 
the Field, that ye ftir not up, nor awake ny 
* Love, bill he pleaſe, 
| 17 
Immortal Love, her Reſt and Room 
Does in my Boſom take; 


Wo to the Fury that ſhall come 


This joyful Ret to break. 
2. 

Soon as the tim*rous Hinds and Roes 
Are ſcar'd from Slecp and Reſt, 
Would Earth and Hell this tweet Kepoſe 

Maliciouſly infeſt. TE 


: 3. 5 
O Salem's Daughters then J pray, 
And charge you, ſtand in Awe 
To waken Love, or do what may 
Make Jeſus to withdraw. | 


Yea, all about me I adjure, 
Profeſſors and Profane, 
Excepting neither Rich nor Poor, 

The Sov'reign nor the Swain 3 


| 5. 
Yy pleaſant Roes and loving Hinds, 
Affections, Emblem meet; 


By 


H b. Adjure you.“ The Word my is a Supplement, 
and the Ward Love is in the feminine Gender. She 
ſpeaks of Chriſt as that Love eminently or Love in 
the Abſira ; The Original runs, That ye ſtir not 
up nor awake Love, till it pleaſe. 


of 
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By all that's dear to loving Minds, 
And ev'ry Thing that's ſweet ; 
By all that's lovely in your Eyes, 
I earneſtly obteſt;. 
Since Jeſus in my Boſom lies, 
You may not mar his Reſt, 
Degone, Sin, Satan, earthly Toys, 
Far be ye from my Heart 
Approach not to difturb my Toys, 
Nor cauſe my Lord depart. 
His Smiles are free, he comes and goes, 
My happy Hour is this: 
Why ſhould ye prove ſuch curſed Foes 
To interrupt my Bliſs ? 


My glorious Lord now lleeps within 


Mine Arms of Faith and Love; 


I charge myſelf, my Heart, my Sin, 


Not once to ſtir nor move. 
10. 


He may as Sov'reign countermand 


The Signals of his Grace; 


But never let a ſinful Hand 


Of mine, eclipſe his Face. 
11. 


Let no deceitful Luft< attend, 


To rob me of his Charms; 
Nor curſed Unbelict, to rend 
My Love out of mine Arms, 
| 12. | 
all the Spawn of Hell explode, 
That would his reſt annoy ; 
D 2 85 O may 
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O mayl never grieve my God, 
Nor fin away my Joy. 


Ver. 8. The Voice of my Beloved! Bebold, be | 
cometh, leaping ſ upon the Mountains, ſkipping | 


upon the Hills. 
. 
Sweet was the Reſt, but ſhort the Stay 
Of Jeſus my Belov'd, 
Who lately in my Boſom lay, 
But inſtantly remov'd. 
2. 
Thus doth my ſov'reign Lord declare 
The Freedom of his Charms, 
By ſlipping off, amidſt my Care 
10 hold him in mine Arms, 
Great Hills, alas! now interveen 
Betwixt my Lord and me; 
His Voice unheard, his Face unſeen : 
Stop, ſtop, I hear, I ſee. 


| 4. | 
The Voice of my Beloved ſounds, 

I know the charming Lyre ; 
No mortal Voce ſo ſweetly wounds 

And raviſhes mine Ear. 


| 8. | 

[ hear the Voice, I feel the Dart, 
My Breaſt begins to burn: 

The jo ful Szund revives my Heart 
Witz Hopes of his Return. 

VG 

In's Volume, LI come, ſaid he; 

And now ſce him move 


5 4 Or, over. 
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In ſolemn Triumph towards me, 
On Wings of wond'rous Love. 


His Coming in the 2 I view, 
Glad Heav'n his March attends : 
And Coming in the Spirit too, 
For lo, the Dove deſcends, 
8. 
Dark Shades adieu, bright Morni ing ſprings, 
Behold the gil.led Sphere! 
Incarnate Love's s perfumed Wings 


Now cleave the ſhady Air. 


He, over Hills and YESS ;tains high, 
Comes flving on the Clouds, 
In ſtately Pomp advancing nigh 
Thro' all oppoſing Crouds. 
10. 
Of Principalities ard Pow'rs 
He makes 4 open Shew 3 
Down, in his March, he throws. the Tow rs 
Of Hell's outrageous Crew. 
Il. 
He ſkips o'er Rocks without Delay, 
Nor tarris he to climb 


For Hells and Mountains in the Way 


Are buta Leap to him, 
12 
O'er Heaps of Sin to run he deigns, 
O' er Hills of Guilt to flee: 
Nor Death, nor Hell, nor Wrath reſlrains 
His loving March to me. 


Ver. 9. My Beloved is like a Koe, or a ytung 


Hart : — 


D 3 W hen 
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I. 
When Faith itſelf could hardly ſee, 
What Pow'r could ever pave 
The rocky Mountains whereon he 
Muſt come to ſeek and ſave; 
When manifold Obſtructions met, 
My loving Jeſus made 
A ſtepping Stone of ev'ry Lett 
That in his Way was laid. 


O'er Hills of Sin and Wales of Grief, 
O'er Mountains, Rocks and Seas, 
For my Salvation and Relief 
He runs, he leaps, he flies. 


4. 

O'er every Bether, high and low, 
That him and me did part, 

He marches like the bounding Roe 
Or loving youthful Hart. 


To manifeſt that his Petighes 
Were with the Sons of Men, 
He baſtens to reſtore their Rights, 
And rifle Satan's Den. 
6. 


No Doubt remains of his Good-will, 


Whoſe ſpeedy March does prove 
Flis joyful Fondneſs to fulfil 
is Furpoſes of Love. 


When hainous Treſpaſſes of mine 
Make me conclude that he 

V/ill never any more incline 
Again to viſit me. 


A Tl 
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And yet I ſee him halting near, 
And ſmiling in my Face; 
How can I but adore, admire, 


And magnity his Grace? 


Bebo d, he tandeth behind our Mall, 
he locketd * forth at the Windows, \| Peng 
himpelf through the Latteſs. 


„ 
Come, Friends, admire how hs: renews 
The Vifits of his Grace, 
And in what various Forms he ſhews 
The Beauties of his Face. 


His darkeſt Ways will prove him kind; 
For, when he hides at all, 
He goes not far, but ſtands behind 

Our own Patrtition-W all. 


Tho? we, alas! do bull up high 
_ The hiding Wall of Sin: 
Yet he behind it, very nigh, 
Stands ready to come in. 


4 
His Feet no Reſt can elſewhere take, 
But ſkipping, leaping, move, 
Lill me the reſt ing place he make, 


And Center of his Love. 


And tho?, while in this diſtant Place, 
This Vale of Sin and Thrall, 
There's fill between me and his Face 
A thick, a dark'ning Wall ; 

Yet 


* Or rather looketh in,  Flourifhing. 
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6. 


Yet Diſtance alters not his Love, 
Nor ought abates his Care, 


Which force him through the Wall to move, 


And make a Window there: 


; | 7. 
That there, as through a Window-glaſs 


However dark and dim, 
His Eye of Love to me may paſs, 
Mine Eye of Faith to him, 
| 8. 
Thro' Latteſſcs that Light divide, 
'Thro? glorious Goſpel-lines, 
A Vail of Fleſh, a pierced Side, 
His Love, his Beauty ſhines. 


Thus, like a beauteous Flow'r in Spring, 
He ſhews himſelf in State, 

Before the Window flouriſhing, 
And growing thro' the Grate, 


Ver. 10. MA beloved ſpake, and faid unto me; 
Riſe up, my Love, my fair one, and come 


away *, 
| 1. 
When my Beloved Jeſus nigh 
Did to my Soul appear, 


His matchleſs Beauty charm'd mine Eye, | 


His gracious Words mine Ear, 
2. 
Why, tho” the ſweeteſt Favours giv'n 
Are in his felt Embrace ; 
Yet ſureſt Intercourſe with Heav'n 
Is by his Word of Grace. 


* See Ver. 13. 
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P11 therefore ſing the Words he ſaid, 
And his alluring Art, 

Who me no filent Viſit made. 
But fpake into my Heart. 


4. 
The joyful Sound my Soul reſtor'd, 


And heal'd to that Degree, 
I never will forget his Word 
By which he quickned me. 


« Riſe up, ſaid he, 45 lealicn Bride, 
„ And leave what thee annoys 
Lay killing Fears and Damps aſide, 
„And ſhare my quickning Joys. 
6 8 


Ln, 


C 


« My Love, there is no Spot in thee 
« But what my Grace ſhall hide; 
« Thou art, and evermore ſhalt be 
« My fair and TY Bride. 


“ And ſince thou'rt mine by ſolemn Tie, | 
* And I'm fo fond of thee, 

&« Tt ill becomes thee to be ſhy, 
& And carry ſtrapge to me. 


« Are mortal Pleaſures worth thy Stay ? 
„ Flee from their dying Arms; 

« Haſte to my Boſom, come away, 
And ſhare immortal Charms. 


Ver. 11. For lo, the Winter i is paſt, the Rain 


is over and gone. 
5 
Come, Love, ſaid he, for now thy Way 
Is pleaſant, ſafe and plain: 
D 5 Behold 


| 
q 58 A Paraphraſe on 
1 « Behold a fair inviting Day, 
[1 « And Heav'n above, ſerene, 
| | « Fear not the Storm; for, ere I gave 
( & & The gracious Call to thee, 
5 c Fair Weather I commanded have, 
|! « And calm'd the raging Sea. 


Ft Thou haſt no 1 Winters flight, 
RK « No Drop of Wrath to dread ; 
1 © The Storm did with a Vengeance light 
| | % Down on thy Surety's Head, 


& do full did I my perform 
“ Once in thy Room and Place, 
6 That now no killing wrathful Storm 
Can blow upon thy Face. 


—— — 


3. 

« Tempeſtuous Wrath and Death is paſt, 
* dtern Juſtice is appeas'd; 

„ dince I courageous bore the Blaſt, 


„All Heav'n is fully pleas'd. 
6 


| „ call thee not to fight and bleed, 

1 i But free of Pain and Toll, 

h 4 To follow thy victorious Head, 
* And gather in the Spoil. 
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0 7. | 
« Yea, Winter of Deſertion's paſt, 


| | “% And Rain of Trouble o'er, | 

10 „% While by my Preſence now thou haſt 

l « An A Antepaſt of Gore. | 

| | ö | Ver 
| + Or Foretaſte. 


the Song of SOLOMON, 59 

Ver. 12. The Flowers appear on the E arth, the 1 
Time of the + Singing of Birds is come. = 
I, | j 


, Come, come; for now, beloved Bride, 1 
« By warming Beams of Grace, 1 

« The youthful Spring with flow'ry Pride, 1 
6 Looks ſmiling in thy Face. 4 

_ 14 

e See ee Nature's curſed Earth, 1 
« Nipt with a Winters fall, | 1 

« Now NI with Buds of hey? nly Birth 4 
« And Flow'rs around the Ball. 1 


2. 
« See Adam's dry and blaſted Root, 
« Where Briers and Thorns were riſc, 
„Now bud and bear unfading Fruit 3s 
„ Unto immortal Liſe. — 


<« Lo, Heav'n appears upon the Ground 
Where Hell grew up apace; 1 
While earthly Hearts do now abound v1 
Vith heav'nly Flow'rs of Grace. | 


* The fading Trees 5 Righteouſneſs 1 

« Reſume their fruitful Life, ba 

„While I the Branches lop and dreſs, bo 

And bleſs the pruning Knife. ; 

*The pleaſant Time of peaceful spring 1 
„From win'try Bluſters free, 1 

„Invite the heav'nly Birds to ſing | My. 

« Upon the living Tree. {171 

Ver, | And k 


+ Heb. The Time of Singing is come. The Ne. 4 ill | 
"eidered ſinging, Ag hiſies alſo to prune or crop. — 


60 A Paraphrafe on 
— And the Voice of the ¶ Turtle is beard in 


our Land, 


. 
Lo, now is heard the heav'nly Dove, 
| « The ſacred Turtle's Voice; 
The joyful Sound of Grace and Love 
Makes drooping Hearts rejoice, 
2: 
&« Reſounding Echoes through the Plain 
« From all my little Doves, 
& That in the Valleys mourn amain, 
C Melodious Muſic proves. 


6 Their Hearts that nor could joy uor mourn, 
So cloſe bound up and pent, 
« Have now, upon their Lord's Return, 
A joyful, mournful Vent, 


“ As loving Friends Toh diſtant do 
«© Moſt joyful meet their Wiſh, 
„ Whoſe Sorrows during Abſence, now 
„ Diflolving, bleed afreſh. 


« So wreſtling Tribes in chearful Mones 
Their Lord approaching wait, 
“ With joyful Hearts, yet mournful Tones, 
& As Turtles meet their Mate. 
6. 
6 Sweet Sounds, alluring all that IR, 
« Are heard on every Hand, 
& Around the Field that I have bleſt, 
« And ſtil'd Immanuel's Land, 1 
/ er, 


| By the Turtle ſame underſtund the Spirit, 
eme tae Bride. 


the Song of SOLOMON. 63 


Ver. 13. The Fig-Tree putteth forth her green 


Figs, and the Vine with the tender Grape, 


give a good Smell. 
| 15 

% Now, now is the accepted Time, 
When heav'nly Plants of Grace 

& All preſſing forward to their Prime, 
« And thriving, grow apace. 

2. 

« The Figs, tho? yet unripe for Meat, 
„ Appear in green Array: 

« Young Grapes unripe for Drink, yet ſweet, 

and fav'ry Scents convey. 


4% With Toy the ly Daten I ſee, 
6 The young and tender Race: 
“ And view with Pleaſure in mine Eye 
« The ſmalleſt Buds of Grace. 


«© Yea, lo, the well- advanced Spring 
&« Does in Abundance now 

& Not only Flow'rs for Pleaſure bring, 
6 But Fruits for Profit too. 


6 The living Vine incellant does 

« Toev'ry Branch diſpenſe, 
6 Moſt ſweet and odorif'rous Juice 

« From Steams of Hell to fence. 

: 6. 

« Are Serpents ſaid to flee the Smell 

« Of Vines, with Fear and Dread ? 
« Perfumes of Heav'n's true Vine repel 


© 'TH old Serpent and his Seed. 


Arife, 


1x — — — PET - 

7 — — * . 1 7 N a 
2 R A ——— » Ae » ů rĩ 45 
3 1 . 0 SHE, — . A, 


3 A n, on 


— ne 88 my Love, my fair one, and come 
away,* 
| I. 

© Riſe, drooping Bride, while Spring ſo ſweet, 
| „In Place of Winter ſnell, 
& Does thus by various Charms invite 

„ Thine 129 5 and Ears, and Smell. 

2. 

« Fair Love, *tis thee Pm fond to wed, 

„ *Tis thee I'm loth to want; 
% Come to thy heav'nly Mate, and bid 

e All earthly Loves avaunt. 


« Thy Company and Love to gain 
J am fo ſtrongly bent, 

IIll ſtill inſiſt, till 1 obtain 
„ Thy full and free Conſent. 


% 


ae 


& Haſte to mine Arms; for, didſt thou move 
« As I'm to thee inclin'd, 

&« Thy Heart would on the Wings of Love 
„ Outfly the haſty Wind. 


Ver. 14. O my Dove, that art in the Clefts of 
the Rock, in the ſecret Places of the Stairs, 
let me fee thy Countenance, let me hear thy 
Voice: for ſweet is thy Voice, and thy Counte- 
nance is comely. 

I. 
& My Dove, that in the lofty Rock 
Art wont to neſtle high, 
And to my Wounds, when Storms provoke, 
* As ſheltring Holes to fly; 


* See Ver. 10. 


« In 


the Song of SOLOMON, 6 3 


2. 
& In ſecret Corners wont to vent 
« Thy Heart to me alone: 
« Kindly to pour thy heavy Plaint, 
And make thy humble Moan : : 


«© O why doſt thou, 755 built ſo high, 
« At every threatning Shock, 

e So tim'rous now for Shelter fl 
« To any lower Rock ? 


5 4. 

„ Why, frighted from thy lofty Neſt, 
« To lurking Holcs and Clifts 

% Doſt take, with Shame and Fear oppreſt, 
„ Such vain and ſorry Shifts, 

% Look up, my Dove; nor bluſh, nor fear 
6 Thy heav'nly Mate to face, 

„ Who wills thee boldly to appear 
«© Before his Throne of Grace. 

6. 

“ Lift Voice and Count'nance both . 
« With Confidence to me; 

e And let thy Voice mine Ears delight, 
„Thy Countenance, mine Eye. 


« For ſweet's thy Voice of Pray'r and Praiſe, 
«« Which pleaſe me more to hear, 

% Than ever choice melodious Lays 
% Could charm a mortal Ear, 


8. 


66 T hy humbleſt mournful Notes, my Don. | 


Excel, in my Eſteem, 
“Their higheſt Strains that artful rove 
In Orat'ry ſublime, 


«« Thy 
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64 A Paraphraſe on 


« Thy Countenance is alſo fair, 
«© And comely in mine Eyes; 

« Tho' earthly Minds with ſcornful Air 
„ Thy heav'nly Mien deſpiſe, 

10. 

« For, while my Righteouſneſs compleat 
Is {till thy Robe renown'd, 

ce My Graces in thy Count'nance meet, 

And caſt their Luſtre round. 


Ver. 15. + Take us the Foxes, the little Foxes 


that ſpoil the Vines ; for our Vines have 
” tender Grupes. 


1. 


gut ſince my Bride's a tim'rous Dove, 


„ Soon ſcar'd and ſet aſtray ; 
& Care muſt be taken to remove 


Ihe fright'ning Beaſts of Prey. 


A 


£ 


2. 
Of hurtful Foes a helliſh Brood 


& Againſt her Peace combines; 
& As in a Vineyard Foxes rude 
«© Infeſt the feeble Vines. 


Lal 


Let all concern'd in her and me 
& Soon, at our Inſtance, ſeize 
The Foxes great and ſmall they ſee, 
That ſpoil the riſing Trees. 


0 


* 


4. 
« Ye Miniſters of my Affairs, 
„ My Vineyard who attend, 
46 I charge you guard againſt the Snares 
« That do the Vines offend. 
&« All 


"4 Take, in the Original, is in the Plural Number, 
Take ye. 


the Song of SOLOMON, 


« All erring Teachers ſoon deſcry, 
„ Deceitful Workers check; 


% All falſe Apoſtles take and try, 


«© Refute, repel, reject. 
6. 


No cunning Spoilers ſlightly mark, 
„No little Foxes ſpare : 

« For theſe no ſmall Deſtruction work, 
„No little Miſchief ſhare. 


«© A little Fox ſoon ſpoils and rents 
„ Small Branches to the Stump: 
& A little Leaven ſoon ferments 
© And leavens all the Lump. 
8. 


e Our Vines have ſmall and tender Grapes: 


« And if the ſtrong, the big 
& With much ado the Hurt eſcapes, 
« How hardly will che Sprig ? 


& Each Soul be alſo caught to catch 
% Small Foxes hid in Heart, 
6 Vain Thoughts, deceitful Luſts, that hatch 
„And gender grievous Smart, 
10. 
«© Their little riſing Brats deſtroy, 
« Their ſmall Beginnings huſh ; 
« Elſe they the Buds of Grace and Joy, 
„The tender Branches, cruſh. 


Ver. 16. My Beloved is mine, and I am his; he 
feedeth * among the Lilies F. 


* Viz. Himſelf or his People. 
+ His People or has Ordinances. 


LY 


Such 
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66 . A Paraphraſe on 
| | I, 
Such were the kindly Words he ſpoke 
To give my Soul Repoſe z 
Such was the Order ſtrict he took 
With my diſturbing Foes, 
2. 
III therefore boldly now aſſert, 
While yet he hides his Face, 
And own his Int'reſt in my Heart, 


My Int'reſt in his Grace, 


Lo, J am his, and he is mine, 
Our Titles are involv'd 

By Myſtick Union, ſo divine, 
As cannot be dill.iv'd, 


4. 
Our mutual Int'reſt firm abides, 

And will endure for ay ; | 
Hence, tho' behind the Shade he hides, 
He is not far away. 


2 
Tho? Heav'n the noble Banquet yields, 
Among his Flow'rs above; 
Yet here amid his Lily- fields 
He keeps his Feaſts of Love. 
| 6. 
*Mong Saints whoſe Robes are Lily-white,, 
By waſhing in his Blood, 
To grace the Feaſt is his Delight, 
His Meat and Drink and Food. 


With loving Care his Flock he feeds, 
Upon the fatteſt Place, 
Among the faireſt Lily-beds, 
The Paſtures of his Grace. 


the Song of SOLOMON. 67 
Q | 
By Faith I wait my proper Share, 
When nought but Senſe I fee; 
And argue from "his paſt'ral Care 
His loving Mind to me. 


Ver. 17. + Until the Day break, * and the Sha- 
aows flee away. 
| 1. 
Among the Lilies here below 
My Lord will feed and ſtay, 
Until eternal Day ſhall blow 
Time's ſhady Night away: 
2. 
Still therefore Rays of Joy remain, 
Tho' dampt with Clouds of Fear 
Until he cleave the ſtarry Plain, 
And on the Clouds appear. 


Did Saints of old, We wrapt in Night, 
Believing, hope to ſee 

Incarnate Love's ſubſtantial Light 
Make legal Shadows flee ? 


Tis done; and now the brighter Sky 

Makes Goſpel-Grace the Pawn, 

That all remaining Shades ſhall die, 
And ſink in Glory's Dawn. 


Her fiery Wheels with ſpeedy Flight 
Shall o'er the Shades be hurl'd, 
And Deluges of dawning Light 
O'erſpread the duſky World. b 
. Let 
+ Theſe Words are applicable either to the pre- 
ceding or following, * Breathe or blow. 
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989 A Paraphraſe on 
3 
Let there be Light, once more he'll ſay, 
Who irit did gild the Ball: 
Then up ſhall riſe the endleſs Day, 
And down the chadows fall. 


| Darkneſs, the Charge, no more to be, 
Shall hear, and ſoon obey, 
And Clouds of Sin and Sorrow flee 
Before the riſing Day. 
8 


The long dark Nights that keep the Field, 
And dominecr'd with Might, 

Shall then reſign heir Place, and yield 
To everlaſting Light. 


Ev'n Ordinances fore ſhall! paſs, 
Which dark'y ſhew him here; 

For then he'l] bicak the Looking-glaſs, 
And Face to Face appear. 

10 

Welcome, the great, the glorious Store; 

Adieu, ſweet, little Pawns: 

I'll doubt, and fear, and fin no more, 

When Glory's Morning dawns. 


Turn || my Beloved, and be thou like a 
Roe, or a young Hart upon the Mountains of 


Bether.+ 


1. 
Kind Lord, till this bright Morn appear 
To my eternal Bliſs, 
Till duſky Shadows all retire 
And work no more Diſtreſs : 
Ou Turn 
| 4s in a Circuit, + Or of Diviſion, 


the Song of SOLOMON, 69 


2. | 
Turn, till this glorious Break of Day, 
O turn to me thy Face, 
While in the ſhady Vale I ſtay, 
Deny me not thy Grace, 


While circling Woes Apen my Soul 
To various darkſome Urns: 

Let circling Mercies round me roll, 
By various kind Returns. 


4. : 
O'er Hills of Sin, and Guilt, and Woe, 
That place us far apart, 
Come marching like the bounding Roe, 
Or loving youthful Hart, 


O'er Mountains to their Mates they move, 
they ſkip, they leap, they flee; 
With equal Eaſe, and Speed, and Love 
Hafte o'er the Hills to me. 
1 
Tho' juſtly thou retire and hide, 
Thy Favour ftands unmov'd : 
I'll therefore own I am thy Bride, 
And thou art my Belov'd. 


Hence ſhall dividing Has and Rents 
Between my Soul and thee, 
Be to my Faith but Arguments 
To haſte thy March to me. 
| 8. 
Let mighty Hills, o'er which to go 
Defies my feeble Limbs, 
Enhance the Glory of the Roe 
That Rocks and Mountains climbs, 


Di- 


70 A Paraphraſe on 


Difficulties ſo huge to me 
T never can remove, 
Be but Occaſions fair to thee 
To ſhew thine active Love, 
10. 
Let riſing Mountains baſte the View 
Off all-furmounting Might: 
And Ev'ning Shades, the falling Dew 
Of Love, till Morning Light. 


NN xl OK 
>. CHAP. Ur. 
The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 1. By Night on my Bed I fought him 
whom my Soul loveth; 1 fought him, but 1 
found him not. 
I. 
4x 7 HE N Shadows dark and Mountains 
W With ſtern united Might, (high, 
Conppir'd to hide him from mine Eye 
W hoſe Abſence is my Night : 
2. 
Upon my drowſy Bed alone, 
Amidſt my Slumbers toſt, 


I ſought him, but my ſlathful Moan, 
And lazy Labour loſt. | 


35 
Love acting ſuch a languid Part, 
I felt a ſtrange Diſeaſe, 


An 


the Song of SOLOMON, 71 


An abſent Lord, a careleſs Heart, 
And Reſt without Releaſe. 


4. 

Juſtly the Darling of my Soul, 
Still rolling in my Mind, 

Did my dull Suit again control 5 
I ſought, but could not find. 


Ver. 2. J will riſe now, and go about the City; 
in the Streets, and in the broad [Hays I will 
feek him whom my Soul foucth I faught him, 
but I found him not. | 8 
| 1. 
Since my Beloved won't be found 
In ſuch a ſlcepy Road, 
I' rouſe, I' rife, and go around, 
The City of my God. 
. 
More Life and Vigour than before, 
Through Grace, I will diſplay; 
And in my Search frequent no more 
This lezy, formal Way. 


Put, ſhaking off my ber Chains, 
About his Courts I'll move, 
With more Activity and Pains, 
To ſeek my deareſt Love. 
I'll ev'ry ſecret Corner trace, 
And feaich the publick Street, 
The Ordinances ei bis Grace, 
Till I my Saviour meet. 


5 
In mere Refolves I did not ſiſt, 
But {-ught him here and there; 


* Let 


; + A Paraphraſe on 


Yet ah, the God of Jacob miſt, 
Ev'n in the Houſe of Pray'r. 
6. 
So much did former Lazineſs 
To preſent Loſs redound, 
That in the moſt devout Addreſs 
He was not to be found. 


Ver. 3. The Watchmen that go about the City 
found me. To whom I ſaid, Saw ye in 
whom my Soul leveth ? 

1 
Then was I, while I roam'd abroad, 
By faithful Watchmen found, 

Who in the City of their God 
Perform d their painful Round. 

2. 

To whom I cry'd, with great Reſpect, 
« Ye Pilots of the Blind, 

« Can ye my wand'ring Steps dire, 
60 85 deareſt Love to find ? 


c“ I hope, ye who DS” heav'nly Art, 
Still tread the holy Ground, 
« Well know the Darling of my Heart, 
And where he may be found, 


4- 
cc When my Belov'd is hid from Yau, - 
„% What Paths, what Means of Grace, 
«© What Courſe do you yourſelves purſue, 
« To ſce his lovely Face ? 


. | 
« Tell me, ye Watchmen of the Night, 
6.1 pray you, tell me where 
60 Did 


W 


Did 


| Ver 4. It wa: but a litile that I paſſed from 


| When public Ordinances fail'd 


the Song of SOLOMON. 73 

« Did ye eſpy my Soul's Delight? 

„That I may ſeek him there. 

6. 

« O happy Stars, if ye might be 

« My Guides to Jus now | 
« Scers, did ye my Saviour ſce? 

„% Pray tell me, where, and how ? 


But, ah, no Lips of Lins or Prieſts 
My preſent Plaint could ſtay ; 

All were but dry and empty Breaſts, 
While Jeſus was away. 

8 

My Teachers left me ſtill in doubt, 
While he withheld his Grace; 

Even when their Doctrine found nie Out, 


And touch'd my very Cale. 


Tho” public means no preſent Stop, 
Put to my bleeding Wound ; 
Yet, lo, the healing Dew they rcp, 

1 ſoon in private found, 


them, but I found him whom my Soul lovethe 


I, 


In eaſing my Complaints; 
When littze co my Help avail'd, 
Or Miniſters or Saints : 

2. 4 

When Means and Duties nought could do. 
Tho' uſeful in their Place, 2 

. 8 7. 1 
* Maſon's Paraphra ſe. , 


74 A Paraphraſe on 


As open Iuns, and precious too, 
As ſweet Canals of Grace: 


Yet, proving as to Succeſs weak, 
Beyond them all I paſt, 

A little further Step to make, 
Ard found my Love at laſt, 


4. | 
When outward Conduit-pipes could vent 


No Drop, to help my Need; 
The little Step T further went, 
Was to the Fountain- head. 


For paſling thro' the brittle Reeds, 
And but a little Space: 
And lovking o'er the Servants Heads, 
I faw the Maſter's Face. 
| 6. 
My Truſt in Means did from them paſs, 
A higher Rock to climb; 
But through them, as the Looking-glaſs, 
J fixt mine Eyes on him. 


How ſoon through Goſpel-teleſcopes 
Faith did his Glory ſpy; 
Diſmiſſing all inferior Hopes, 
My Heart purſu'd mine Eye. 
8 


1 found my Soul's Beloved Chaſe, 
In all his pleaſing Charms; 
And joyful flew to his Embrace, 
And graſpt him in mine Arms. 


J held him, and would not let him go. 


nd 


the Song of SoroM ON. 75 
| 1. | 
His Preſence which. by Faith and Pray'r 
| I ſought ſo much to gain, 

Now when enjoy'd, with equal Care 
| I labour to retain, 
| Ss 
l wept for Joy to ſee his Face, 
| And, like a kindly Bride, 
| Inclos'd him faſt in mine Embrace, 
And pre him to abide. 


| His Preſ-nce did ſuch Bliſs im imply, 

His Abſence ſuch a Bane; 

] now refolv'd that he and I 
Should never part again, 


I aw his ſmiling Face, where ſtood. 
A thouſand. lovely Charms, 

And melted down into a Flood 
Of Pleaſure in his Arms. 


nd, lighting now on Jaccb's Road. 
Did equal Fervor thow ; 

[ wept and wreſtled with my God, 
And would not let him g0. 

| 6 

In Heat of Battle for the Bliſs 
On pleaſant Bethel Plains, 

held hin by his Faithfuln: ſs, 

The Girdle of his Reins, 


nd while I made his Tiuth my Shield, 
His Word of Grace my Stay; 

he God of Jacob deign'd to yield, 
Hi: And could not ſay me nay. 
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Of Freedom great without Offence 
Allowing me my Fill; 

With holy, humble Violence, 
I won him to my Will. 


Until I had brought him into my MM. 
ther's Honſe, and ints the Chambers of her 
that conceived me. | | 


1 
F; 
While ſuch a Banquet I enjoy'd, | \ 
Such Pow'r with God in Pray'r, 

My Court and Moyen I employ'd, 
Ihat others too might ſhare. . 
2. 

Remembring, while I ſuckt the Comb, f 
My ſtarving Friends in Jail; | 
I brought him to my Mother's Home, 

His Largeſles to deal; e 7 
That al! my Relatives a taſte 7 

My preſent wond'rous Bliſs, | 

Who faint with Famine in the Waſte, 

And howling Wilderneſs. V 

4+ 

With ardent Zeal beſought J him, 

To let his Bleſſing tall 
On Myſtical Jeruſalem, | 
I he Mother of us all. M 
*Tis writ in Zion's Infant Roll, | Bl 

This Man and that Man there 
Was born again; and there my Soul 

Firſt drew the vital Air. 

wy 6 


the 


] therefore begg'd, her Offspring free 
Might have, with peaceful Days, Tit 


4h. 
her 


The 


I found, to my Experience Wwe 
| The God of Jacob never ſaid 


be Song of SOLOMON, 77 


| The Pleaſure of his Company 


In his zpproved Ways. 


| His Preſence to her Houſe I ſought, 


Its Ruins to repair: 


To ſtrengthen what his Hands had wrought, 


And ſhew his Glory there. 
1 3 


I pray'd him to my native Homg, 


As his belov'd Reſort, 


| Nor di my Lord refuſe to come, 


And grace his ſacred Court. 


For there he fill'd oft to the Brim 


My Cup of Joy, and there, 


| His Love to me, and mine to him, 


Did mutual Tokens ſhare, 
„„ 
That, in the wreſtling Way, 


The Seed of Jacob, nay. 


Ver. 5. I charge you, O ye Daughters of Jeru- 


ſalem, by the Roes and by the Hinds of the 
Field, that ye 955 not up nor awake my Love 
till he pieaſe f. 

Is 


My Lord does not his joyful Reſt 


In Zion's Boſom take; 
Wo to the Sin, th' unwelcome Gueſt, 
This ſweet Repoſe ſhall break. 
| 3 Ye 
+ See Chap. ii. 7. the ſame. Words, but here 
hey rel:te to Chriſt's Preſincè in the Church, the 
Mother's Houſe, that that be not marr'd. 
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2. 
Ye Daughters of Jeruſalem, 
That Love to him profeſs, 
'Take care ye do not loſe the Gem, 
The Joy that ye poſſeſs. 


While ſome deligbt in Hinds and Does; 
And from Alarms would ſhield 
Their ſoon- diſturbed, ſoft Repoſe, 
| Upon the open Field. 


| Shall we awake gur et Love, 
With vain and earthly Noiſe, 
That may provoke. him to remove 
And daſh our preſent Joys? 


If ſome affect the rural Charms 
And Pleaſures of the Field, 


f A dearer Love is in our Arms, 
| "Than ever Earth could yield. 


If they their plealing Trifles 50 
All undiſturb'd enjoy; 


Shan't we our deareſt Darling hold 


And hug without Annoy ? 


Le then, that of my Aendern Houſe 
Ihe Sons and Daughters are, 
Be careful, while he ſtays with us, 
_ Left ye the Pleafure mar. 
| 8. 
While he vouchſafes to be our Gueſt, 
And grace cur public Inn, 
Let none of us diſturb his Reſt, 
By Heav'n-provoking Sin. 
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In Love he comes and goes, and fo 
May leave his holy Hill : 

But wo to us, if off he 80 
In Mratb againſt his Will. 

10. 

His Will and Pleaſure is a Law, 
To which we muſt ſubmit : 

But never tempt him to withdraw, 
Until he judge it fit. 


The Companions Words. 


Ver. 6. ho is * this that cometh out of the 
IVilderneſs like Pillars of Smoke, perfumed 
with Myrrhe and Frankincenſe, and ali Pew: 
ders of the Mn coant? 

I, 
What Bride is this, in bright Array, 
With precious Bleſſings ſtor'd, 
That gives us ſolemn Charge to pay 
Such Homage to her Lord? 
ER. . 
Up from the Deſart ſee her move, 
And climb the azure Skies; 
As from the glowing Altars Store 
The ſmoaky Pillars riſe. 


| 3: 
| Her Heart inflam'd with holy Fire 


In the devouteſt Mode, 


adventures boldly to aſpire 


14 


Unto the Throne of God. 


E 3 | As 


* This here is in the Man Gender, . 


ho is ſhe that cometh up, &c. 


ig? 
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As tow'ring Smoke in Air ſerene, 
With ſtately rifing Heads, 

Majeſtic mounts above the Plain 
In lofty Pyramids: 


See how her warm'd Affections tow'r 
And, with a heav'nly Air, 
Contempt on earthly Glory pour, 
As worthleſs of her Care. 
8. 
Perfum'd with Myrrhe and Incenſe ſweet, 
She ſmells like flow'ry Spring, 
With ſav'ry Graces, Odours meet 
To entertain her King, 


No precious Powders from afar, 
Of which the Merchant boaſts, 
Like theſe her grateful Odours are, 
Brought from Immanuel's Coaſts, 
8. 
So wond'rous are the Charms we ſpy, 
So rich the *broider'd Robe; 
Her dazzling Splendor blinds our Eye, * 
And blazes oer the Globe. 


: - . * e 
„ r - nd a oe ns 
” * r De pe 6 — — — ” — 
— 2 „„ 
. Yes boars . 


Megs ge. — es, I 
— 3 — — wc 


The CH URC H's Words. 
Ver. 7. Behold his Bed * which is Solomon's, | ( 


; F, | 
O Friends, what mean you, with Surpriſe, 1 
On mortal me to gaze? 
From borrow'd Beauty turn your Eyes 
To uncreated Rays. Behold 


* See Chap. i. 16. 


4 —_— 
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| 2. 

Behold the King magnificent 
Who me lo richly clad, 

Whom Solomon the + opulent 
Did ty pity and ſhade. 

Come, ſee his Pau e prepar'd, 
And Enſigns of Renown, 

His ſtately Bed, his royal Guard, 
His Chariot and his Crotun. 


4. 

His Bed of State in Zion ſtands, 
Wichin the royal Court: 

For there the Bleſſing Heavin commands, 
There is his lov'd Reſort. 


There ſtill remains, as Prophets vouch, 
And holy Scriptures tell, 
| The Heir of Heav'n's embroider's Couch 
For Rug ging Heirs of Hell. 
6. 


This is my Reſt, here will I fray, 
| In ered Lines he ſaid: 
And, till he can his Word unſay, 
He'll never change his Bed. 
Tis here with Pleaſure unexpreſt, 
Our mutual Loves combine, 
n's, | On eaſy Downs of holy Reſt, 
And Fellowſhip divine. 


8. 
2 The Furniture and Coſt immenſe 
About the Bed may clear . 4 
201d | : | | 1 
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An infnitely greater Prince 
Than Solomon is here. 


PER ENT” Threeſcore valiant Men are abut it, 0; 
the valiant Men of Iſrael. V. 8. They all Hol- 
Swords, being expert in Naar: Every Mar 


kath his Sword upon his Thigo, becauſe of 
Fear in the Night, 


Bchold the royal Guard, to fence 
His Bed on ev'ry Side, 

To ſhew the Splendor of the Prince, 
The Safety of the Bride. 


g 7 
A num'rous Hoſt of nobler Knights 
Than Solomon's Brigade 
Of ſixty valiant I/raelites 
Around his Iv'ry Bed. 


For, lo, the reſting Place to guard 
The Hoſts of "God combine, 

Thouſands of Angels all prepar'd, 
And Attributes divine, 


$6516 | 
The loweſt Rank that rails the Bed 
Are Watchmen of the Night, 
Who ſtand as Centries in the Shade, 
until the Morning: Light. 


Ws 
Of theſe the faithful to their Prince 


No naked Soldiers are, 


But arm'd compleat for bold Defence, 


As mighty Sons of War, 
6. 


By long Experience ſkilful grown | 
They in the Field command, And 


And | 
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And val rous for the heav*nly Crown 
They fight with Sword in Hand. 


The Spirit's Sword each ready wears 
Cloſe girded by his Side, 
The Word of God, to ſtill the Fears 
Of Jeſus“ roy al Bride, 

8. 


When nightly Dreads her Quiet mar, 
Their Swords ſilence the Fright, 
And from the holy Spot debar 
The 'Terrors of the Night. 


Yea, Zion's King himſelf acclaims 
o be her Shield and Shade; 
His Blood, his Word, his Oath, his Names 
Defend the royal Bed: -- 
| 10. 
The Centry is Almighty Wings, 
For * Sublidy prepar'd: 
What fleeping Couch of earthly Kings 
Can boaſt of ſuch a Guard? 


11. 
\nudit Night- ſhades that Fear ſuggeſt, 


Amidit + menacing Harms, 


They lie ſecure whoſe Bed of Reſt 


is ſtrong Immanuel's Arms, 
12. 
Ye « th at my bright Array deſcry, 
See, ſee his guarded Bed 
Where 7 in Eaſe and Safety lie, 
Beneath his Garment ſpread 


Ver. 


Help or Aid + Threatning. 
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Ver. 9. King Solomon made himſelf a Chariot 
of the Wood of Lebanon. Ver. 10. He made the 
Pillars thereof of Silver, the Bottom thereof 
of Gold, the Covering of it of Purple; the 
ATidſt thereof being paved with Love for the 
Daughters of Jeruſalem. 

b 1. 
Ve that amaz'd at my Aſcent, 
Stapd gazing to the Sky, 
Come ſee the Engine eminent, 
By which J mount ſo high. 
2. 
Lo, here, beſide the reſting Place 
And Bed to lay me ſoft, 1 
Are flying Chariot-Wheels of Grace ä 
To bear my Soul aloft. . 


Our Solomon, the Princes of Peace, g 
The King of Zion fam'd, = 
For his Renown, and my Releaſe, | 


A ſtately Charizt fram'd. = 

4. 

He who for Pleaſure made the Bed, 
For Peace who ſet the Guard, = = 

For ſolemn Pomp and Cavalcade 
This glorious Engine rear'd. an 


He, congruous to his old Decree,, | 
For ſhewing forth his Praiſe, f 


A Cov'nant firm of Promiſe free | 
Did like a Chariot raiſe, Fr 
6. 
None fram'd of Leb'non's fineſt Wood 
By wiſeſt Engineers, J 


Ceuld 


d 
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Could equal this, ſo gay, ſo good, 
And farm to endleſs Years. 


75 

The Pillars thereof, for the Eaſe. 

And Support of the Weak, 
Are precious Silver Promiſes, 

That will not bow nor break. 

8. 
Its Bottom is a Ground-work ſure, 
Of pure and ſolid Gold, 

From bankrupt Begg' ry to ſecure 

From falling thro' & uphold, 


Its Cov'ring ſafe Front Bile to ſhroud, 
And ſure from Wrath to hide, 

Is Purple Dye, the Scarlet Flood 

From Feſus' wounded Side. 
; I O. 

For Salem's Race [tho' ſome pur- -blind 
Its outſide Pomp but move} 

The M:4/t unſeen is pav'd and lin'd 
With Velvet Seats of Love. 

5 

He who, to fhew his Kindneſs frefh, 
For human Brats abroad, 

Came riding in a Carr of Fleſh, 
The high, the humble God. 

ne: 

N ow for his Bride a Chariot fair 
Of Goſpel-Grace provides; ; 

In which he congu'ring ev'ry where, 
And ſhe trinmphing rides. 


Ver. 11. Go forth, O Daughters of Zion, and. 


behold King Solomon with the Crown _ 
| | with 
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with his Mother crowned him in the Day of 
His Eſpouſals, and in the Day of the Gl 
neſs of his Heart. 
Is 
King Jeſus' Royalties each one, 
O Zion's Daughters, ſee; 
The Bed, the Guard, the Coach, the Crows 
Preſented to your Eye, 
2. 
Bchold my King, you'll ſtrange the leſs 
To ſee my bright Array; 
Tis fit I now appear in Dreſs, 
His Coronation- day. 


Go forth in Heart, fam earthly Toys, 
From ſelf, that airy Thing, 
From ſinful Pleaſures, dying Joy: 5 
And ſee the living King. 


To him, who Mother Zion bore, 
The Crown does appertain: 
His Father ta his Mother ſwore, 
That Solomon ſhould reign, 


Behold the King with Wonder deep, 
Whoſe Glory cannot fade, 
Feſus through Solomon the I'ype, 
The Subſtance through the Shade. 
6. 
Come ſee, believe, admire, adore, 
Heav'n glad'ning Homage pay, 
To match his Mother's Crown he wore 
Upon his Nur ny 


The Day hn: he len the Earth, 


And won his Bride apart: When 
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When, ſhe him met with holy Mirth, 
And he rejoic'd i in Heart. 
8. 
The Saints, who do his Image bear, 
| Proclaim the high Renown 
Of Zion's King, who deigns to wear 
Their Praiſes as his Crown: 


They act the fond F Ta Part, 
In joint applauding Bands; 
The heav'nly Babe form'd in their Heart 
Is crown'd with both their Hands. 
| 10. 
His wedding and his crowning Day, 
Their pompous Joys unite, 
To pourtray him, the lovely Way 
Where Grace and Grandeur meet, 
5 
Once bound unto the Altar's Horns, 
A Victim for our Dues, 
His Head was crown'd with crue} Thorns 
By's Mother-Church, the ETD 
But Pleaſures now his Pains repay, 
And Pomp that ſuits him well, 
His Father's Crown with ſov'reign Swa 
O'er Heav'n and Earth and Hell, 


+ Motherly, 


CHAP. 
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e NOK 
CHAP. IV. 
CHRIS T's Words. 


Ver. 1. Bebo d, thou art fair, My Love, be. 
Hold th;u art f ir, thou haſt Doves Eyes within 
thy Locks: Thy hair is as a Hoch of Goats 
that appear from Mount Gilead, 


| I. 
Y Love, who ſlighting gaudy Fame, 
Doſt meekly human Praiſe eſchew, 
From Zeal to magnify my Name, 
And give my Royalties their Due: 
Thy Name no Detriment ſuſtains 
By Travail in commending mine; 
For, lo, I now return thy Pains, 
By crowning thee with Praiſe divine. 


My Truth that can't 1 falſe decoy 
Of flatt'ring Paraſites approve, 
Aſſerts, to animate thy Joy, 

Thou art my fair and ſpotlefs Love. 


Lo, thou art fair, lo, thou art fair, 
Twice over, fair thou art, l ſay; 
My Righteouſne's and Graces are 


Thy double Robe and bright Array. 
Tho' 


— A—w — 
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Tho” thou a ſpotted 1e 0 

A native Black, thy ſelf doſt ſtile 

Vet, as a Mark of my Regard, 

I'll count thee free of Spot or Guile. 
6. 

When to a Dog, a Mite, a Gnat, 

T hou doſt tryfelf abas'd, compare, 

And call thyſelf a helliſh Brat, 

Ev'n then I ſee, and call thee fair. 


Thy tiembling Faith wil ſcarcely own 
My Comelinefs that covers thee ; j 
Behold, behold, twice be it known, 
Thou art all fair in me, in me. 

8. 
] ſee the Beauty of the Dove 
That decks thy Soul without Diſguiſe z 
For there devout Aﬀections move, 
Like Turtles coy, yet charming Eyes. 


So modeſt, humble, pure and chaſte, 
So true and faithful to their Mate; 
On me alone they fix and reſt, 
And all my baſe Corrivals hate. 

10. 


Thy charming Eyes, veil'd with thy Locks, 


dhew Wiſdom with Sobriety : 
And heav'nly Beauties fineft Strokes, 
From nauſeous Cſtentation free. 

11. 
Gay, like a comely Flock of Goats 
Browſing on Gilead's ftately Height, 
Is thine adorning Hair, that notes 


Thy fair Deportment ſhining bright. 


Ne 
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No artful Curls, no pamper'd Hair, 


The ſorry Pride of mortal Clay, 
Can parallel the heav'nly Air 
Of thy well-order'd Walk and Way. 


Ver. 2. Thy Teeth are like a Flock of Sheep that 
are even ſporn, which came up from the waſhing 


IT hereof every one bear Twins, and none i 
burren among them. 


15 
The World, ſtruck with thy Beauty, may 
Believe thy Entertainment good, 
Did they thy Grinders white ſurvey 
That daily . r the gras nly Food, 


Thy Teeth the Bread 'of Life that call, 
And eat ſo eager of my Fleſn, 

Are Acts of Faith in number full, 

And in their Nature fair and freſh. 


1 30 
Thy Prieſts, the living Bread who break, 
As Nurſes for the Babes new- born; 


When by an equal Law they act, 


As ev'nly Teeth thy Face adorn. 


None does his Fellow overgrow, 
Diſtorted from his proper Place; 

But all, as equal Grinders, ſhow 
Due Pains in feeding Babes of Grace. 


They hold a comely Parity. 

Nor orderleſs thy Peace moleſt, 

As proud o 'ertoping Teeth would be 

Afiuming Prelates o er the reſt. 1 
„ Thine 
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. 

Thine active Zeal yet mild doth keep 
A ſmooth and juſt Equality; 

Like ev'nly rounded Flocks cf Sheep, 
New paſt the acc'rate Shearer's Eye. 


Thy Purity exceeds their Fleece 
Want newly in the Cryſtal Flood; 
Thy Yruits of Holineſs and Peace 
Qutvy their fertile, num 'rous Brood. 

8. 
There does not in the Flock appear 
One barren, unprolifie Womb: 
But all by Twins their Product bear, 
And lead their Offspring VENUE home. 


Ver. 3. Thy Lips are like a Thread of Fark, 
and thy Speech is comely Thy Temples are 


like 4 Piece Ef a Fongranate e thy 

| Locks, | | | © SRI 
I views the b moving MD, 
Commending me to Salem's Race, 
And dropping pureſt Nectar Sips, 
In ſav'ry feeding Words of Grace. 

2. | 

Thence ſacred Pray” rs and Praie proceed, 
Thro? me ſo grateful unto God 
Thy Lips are like a Scarlet Thread 
Dy'd with thy Lord's atoning Blood. 


Theſe balmy Lips with pleaſing Voice 
Sweet ſounding in Devotion's Path, 


+ Un fruitful, | 


Salute 
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Salute mine Ears with ſecret Joys, 
And ſpread around a fragrant Breath. 


| ” ES 

Thy Speech, in Praiſe, to my Renown 
In Pray'r, to ſue the Bl.fs from me; 

In ſoci l Morde, to make me known 
Shews Grace with comely Gravity. 


Hence *Granate like, 10 Temples fair, 

Tho' veil'd within thy Locks, appear 

While ruddy Bluſhes deck thy Pray 'r, 

When none but God can ſee and hear. 
6. 


From Men thou hid'ſt thy roſy Checks, 
Which Scarlet Shame for Sin doth fluſh 3 


Yet, ſpi:e of Maſks, thy Mien detects 
The Beauty of thy holy Bluſh. 


Ver. 4. Thy Neck is like the Tower of David, 
bu led for an Armoury, wherion there hang 
a thouſand a all ity of mighty 
Men. | x 

T, 

Beſides thy Coral Lips and Cheeks, 

Thy Jofty, tow'ring, Iv'ry Neck, 

Fram'd like a heav'nly Structure (peaks 

The Wiſdom of its 3 


This Neck of precious 15 aith excels 


King David's fair and ſtately T'ow'r ; 


It holls the elorious Head, and dwells 
Erect upon the Rock of Pow'r. 


I; 
As that was for an Arm'ry built 


Of wariike Weapons, ſparkling bright, 
Where 
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Where hung a thouſ..n4 Bucklers gilt, 
All Shields of Men of War and Might: 


So this moſt vig'rous Faith of thine 

More Strength i y building on my Names, 
My Words and Attribute divine, 

Than many thouſand Shield-, acclaims. 


Defenſive Arms, in ev'ry Caſe, 

Within this Magazine abound ; 

With Weapons of victorious Grace, 

And brazen Bulwarks built around. 
6. 

Thy Neck of Faith aflimilates 

A Tow'r meje ſtic and upright: 

It ſtands renuwn'd for valiant Feats, 

For bold Exploits and Acts of Might. 
7. 

Faith joining her almizhty King, 

Can, ſpite of Fears, ſecurely dwell ;. 

And in her Head trium; hant, ſing 

Defiance to the Gates of Hell. 


Ver. 5. Thy two Breaſis are like two young 
Roes that are Twins, which feed aming the 
Liaes f. 

| : 

Thy Breaſts of Love reſemble Roes 

Both young, delightfu!, Lovely Twins: 

In thee ſuch equal Ardor glows, 

Both for thy God, and 'gainſt thy Sins, 

2. 
Thou op*neſt frank a twofold Breaſt, 
'Two ſacred Teſt'ments, and two Seals; 
Which 
Þ+ See Chap. vil. 3, 
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Which to thy Children yield a Feaſt 
Of heav'nly Milk for daily Meals. 


Thine equal Breaſts Gelightful feed 
Wich congruous Milk of ſweet Solace, 
In juſt Proportion to the Need 

Of all the little Babes of Grace. 


4. 
Among my Flocks the Lily fields, 
Where I with Pleaſure feed and feaſt, 
Thy wholeſome Converſation yields 
Sweet Nutriment with open Breaſt; 


Ver. 6. Until the Day break, and the Shadows 
flee away, I will get me up to the Mountain 
of Myrrhe, and to the Hill of Frankincenſe. 
8 | 
I heard thy former warm Requeſt, 
That 1 might haſte the Shades away, 
Or, during Night, abide thy Gueſt, 
Until the Dawn of endleſs Day. 


4 
In mindful Boſom ſtil! I bear 

Thy Pray'r, to which, no longer mute, 
As then Ibent my liſt'ning Ear, 

So now I grant thy humble Suit. 


In Zion Mount my Pen ſhall ſtay, 

And conſtant there PII lodge with thee, 
Until the Dawn of Glory's Day, 
That Shades of Sin and Sorrow flee. 


| 4 | 
There will I ſmell the Savour ſweet 
Of ev'ry active Grace and Pray'r; 


For 


X 
4 
; 
; 
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For Ziin is my choſen Seat, 
And I'll reſide for ever there. 
Accepted Of rings all mature 
In this my holy Hill abound, 
Pertum'd with Myrrhe and Incenſe Pure, 
That ſpread their pleaſing Odours round. 
6. 


No Spice ſo much delights the Smell 

As daily Incenſe ſmoking there: 

Still therefore ſhall my Spirit dwell, 
And lodge within the Houſe of Pray'r. 


This Mount of Incents Hill of Myrrhe, 
My preſent Grace ſhall ſtill adorn : 
Nor thence will I decamp or ſtir, 
Until the glorious Nuptia-Imorn ; 
8. 

Till to my royal Courts above 

With Sound of Trump Jeall thee up; 
To conſummate our endleſs Love, 
And drink full Joy's immortal Cup. 


Ver. 7. Thou art all fair, my Love, there 15 
9 Mot in thee. 
I. 
115 Love, thou ſeem'ſt a lothſome Worm: 
Vet ſuch my Beauties are on thee, 
I ſpoke but half thy comely Form; 
For thou art wholly fair in me. 


Whole juſtify'd, in pelfecl Dreſs; 
Nor Juſtice ſtern, nor fiery Law, 

Can in thy Robe of Righteouſneſs 
Diſcern the ſmalleſt Spot or Flaw. 


Yea 
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Yea, ſanclifv'd in ev'ry Part, 
Thou to Perfection doſt incline: 
And I thee judge by what thou art, 
In toy Deſire and my Deſign. 


Fair Love, by Grace compleat in me, 
Beyon ell mortal beauteous Br des, 
No Spot n- r Blemiſh ſullies thee, 

But what my Purple Veſture hides, 


Ver. 8. Came + with me from Lebanon, my 
Spouſe with me from Lebanon: Look from 


the To of Amana, from the Tov of yhenir and 


Hermon, from the Lions Dens, from the 
Mountains of Leopards. 
1 
Fair Conſort, did I thee hetroth ? 
Spouſe, did I get thy Heart and Hand? 
I urge thee by thy Marciage-oath 
Now to regard my kind Command, 
2. 
Come, come with me from Lebanon, 
This Mount of Pride and Vanity: 
Faith's Object, Things unſeen, unknown, 
More ſuit thy heav'nly edigree. 


Come from this World's bewitching Heights, 
And let thy new born Soul forget 
The pompous Fopp'ries, gay Delights, 

And Idols of thy native S ate. 


4. 
Are mortal Pleaſures w 1th thy Stay, 
Or flying Shadows, dying Toys, 
+ The Words here may be read by May . 
Promiſe ; Thou ſhait come with me, 
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When I invite the Heart away 
To ſhare immortal ſolid Joys? 


By Faith look from * s Top, 

| From lofty Shenir, Hermon fair; 
Thence over Jordan look wit h Hope 

| To Zion, where my Glories arc. 

6. 

| Let me alone poſſeſs thy Heart, 

Leave ev'ry dang'rous Lion's Den, 
From theſe wild Leopard-Hills depart, 
| The Place of furious Beaſts and Men. 


| All worldly Joys 8 overweigh'd, 
With Mountains of vexatious Care, 
And under gaudy Pleaſures, hide 
| Some ghaſtly and deſtructive Snare. 
Q 

Let blinded Moles in earthen Hills 
Their mould”ring Portion fond purſue, 
And lick the Duſt that never fills ; 
Bid thou the Mole-hill Earth, Adieu. 


| 9. 
Ti thee to higher Bliſs exalt, 
To joy for ever with thy Lord: 


Come, come thou muſt, and come thou ſhait, 


My Promiſe be thy drawing Cord. 


Ver. 9. Thou haſt + raviſhed my Heart, un 
Siſter, my Spouſe; Thou haſt raviſhed ny 
Heart with one of thine Eyes, with one Chain 


Ba thy Neck. 
V 


I Or taken away my Heart, 
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1. 
Thy Fellowſhip's my fond Defire, 
Thus ſu'd by Promiſes and Calls; 


Becauſe my vanquiſh* d Heart on Fire; 


A Captive to thy Beauty falls, 
2. 
I cannot ſee with Pleaſure, Love, 


Thy Feet on diſtant Mountains roam; 


Nor can I reſt, until, above, 
My Heav' nly Pil bu thy Hom.” 


3* 
I do, my Spouſe, and viſter dear, 
Own unaſham' d, my Brotherhood; 
We're doubly ſib, our Kindred near 


Is, both by Marriage, and by Blood, 


4. 
Sith then my Father's alſo thine, 
In's Love thou haſt a filial Part;. 
And ſuch an ample Share in mine, 


I'm hardly Maſter of my Heart. 


To thee I bear a Love intenſe, 
And high, ev'n to the laſt Decre 
Tho', in Effect, by Violence 

Haſt Fapt my Heart away from me, 


Of all created Beauties brave; 

E' er faſhion'd by my divine Hand, 
None like thy comely Graces 8 80 
O'er my Affections ſuch Command. 


One Glince of thy beli lieving Eye, 
One golden Ch. in of thy 5 Neck, 
Part of thy Form has raviſh'd me: 
How muſt the Whole my Heart affect? 


by 
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Thy powerful Faith and Love detainz 


My Heart, entrapt, and Yor! eniarg'd, 


With ſtrong Delights and pleaſing Chains; 


'm overcome, Pm. overcharg'd. 


Ver. 10. How fair is thy Love, my Liter, 
my Spoufe £ haw much better is thy Lob. than 
" Tiinel and the Smell of thy Ointments, than 
alk Sþ ces. 
I. 


Dear Relative, thou in whoſe Veins 


My Blood and Spirit runs always, 


| Pound to my Heart by Various Chains 
| muſt proceed to ſpeak thy Praile. 


3 


53 


POR | 


| How fair! how” grateful unto me 
Are all thy precious Fruits of Love! 


Thy Love beyond Compare I fee, 
and with enamour'd Heart approve. 
3• 
\Iy Divine Love was in thine E: x 
Prefer'd to Wine of choiceſt Sort: 
\nd, not to be behind with thee, 
{1 now the Praiſe of thine report. 


Ty 


y Love excds the richeſt Win: 


bat chears the Heart of Manapace ; 


or, lo, this fervent Grace of thin 
Can ev'n the Heart of God ſolace. 


No Wine of Off'rings once pour'd out, 
Did ever ſuch Acceptance win, 
A does thy ſhining Life without, 


That flows from burning Love within, 
F 


2 A 
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„ 
All Graces ſweet thy Love attend, 
Which in my Blood Acceptance find; 
And forth their fragrant Odours ſend, 
Like Ointment of the pureſt Kind. 


The holy Unction ard on thee, 
Yields to my Heart a ſav'ry Feaſt; 
And ſmells more “ redolent to me, 
Than all the Spices of the Eaſt. 

8. 
As Streams unto their Spring re-flow, 
To me is thy perfum'd Recourſe; 
I call thee fair, who made thee jo; 
My Love's of thine the living Source, 


Thy Love's my Due, 3 of old 
Wi' th' Sons of Men were my Delights; 
I joy'd in Loves I ſhould behold, 
And now am raviſh'd with the Sights, 
10. 
Heart- piercing Love of ancient Riſe 
fn me thou didſt ſo much engroſs; 
The Wounds of Love made me deſpiſe 
The Wounds and Torments of the Croſs. 


Ver. 11. Thy Lips, O my Shouſe, drop 45 thy | 
Floney-comb: Honey and Milk are under 1 
Tongue, and the Smell of thy Gar nents Þ 


like the Smell of Lebanon, 
| | 1. 
O Spouſe, thy Love with Loveline fs 
Is intermixt in Word and Walk; 
My Tongue takes Pleaſure to expreſs 


How I approve thy heav'nly Talk, Drop 


* Sweet or ſavoury, 


Drop | 
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Drops from thy Lips Maur d, with Eaſe, 
To fainting Souls more Sweetneſs yield, 
Than Honey-combs whieh buſy Bees 
Have gather'd from the flow'ry Field. 


Both Canaar's Blcſkns; olide below 
Thy pleaſant and inſtructive "Tongue : 
For thence do milk and Honey flow, 
To feed and to refreſh thy Young. 


4. 
Thy Heart ſtill with thy Tongue agrees, 
To fill the ſweetly- flowing F ide, 
And ſhew thou art, without Diſguiſe, 
My truly fair and fertile Bride. 


5. 
Such is thy wonted holy Strain, 
That ſweet refreſhing Pleaſures load 


| Thy Language in Diſcourſe with Men, 


And in Devotion towards God, 
| 6. 


| Cloth'd with my Righteouſneſs, thy Smell 


I; like a Field that God has bleſt: 


But join'd with this, to deck thee well, 


A Robe of ſav'ry Grace thou haſt, 


And hence abroad thy Savour flies 
In Works devout, and Practice fair, 


Which Lebanon's Perfume outvies, 


That ſcents the“ circumambient Air. 


8. 
As there, ſweet-ſmelling Trees and Flow'rs 
Did, fann'd with gentle Gales, abound ; 


* Surrounding, 
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Thy Goſpel-Walk delightful pours v. 
To God and Man, ſweet Odours round. 


Ver. 12. A Ger incloſed is e Siſler, my WM © 
Spornſe: A e up, a Fountain ſraled, 


My Bride $a Garden of Solace, 

here pleaſant Fruits and Flow'rs abound; dw 

A. red Spot "Tnclos d by Grace, VI 

Securely tenc'd and w ald around. | \V 
*. | Ar 


From common Earth ſequeſtrate quite, 


ee rv dior my peculiar Uſe; [1 
And by my providential en | At 
7 ro/eri/d from Vi'lence and Abuſe. IV 
3. 1 

A Sbring, diffuſing chryſtal Streams, 
Does high amidſt the Garden ſwell; | He 
Shut up from ſultry hurtful Beams of 
And ſtraggling Feet would taint the Well. N 

A Fountain ſeal'd for Secrecy, . 
T*Penhance the Worth of Bliſs unſeen : | He 
For Shelter and Security, od 
io keep the Waters pure and eds: A. 
| . | A. 

My privy-Seal was ſtampt thereon, | 

That thence the Bleſhng Heav'n commands, 1 
Abroad in whulcſome Rills may run, a 
And flowing Streams o'er diſtant Lands. A 

As me tne Father ſeal'd, to ſpread 
Fer hunery Souls immortal Food; * 
do Zion Springs are ſeal'd, to fhed J 


On thirſty Ground a chearing Flood, 
Ver, 
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Ver. 13. Thy Plants are an Orc'ard of Pome- 
granates, with pleaſant Fruits, Cr: nene with 
Spitenard. Ver. 14. Spikenard ard Saffron, 
Caiamus and Cinamo', with all Tres of 
Frantincenſe, Myrrh, and Aloes, with oll 
the chief Spices. 

1. 

Sweet Fruits all flouriſhing around 

My water'd Garden all bcſe.ms; 

\Which cannot prove a barren Ground, 

Amidſt ſuch fructifying Streams. 

5 

Thy Plants of Grace do parallel 

++ Orchard rich with loaded Trees; 
weet, to delight the Tatte and Smell; 

Fate, to ſalute th' cnamour d Eyes. 


| Here Clranites young, and Camphire grow; 
Here Trees of Spice and incenſe bloom, 


Nard, Cinamon, Myrrhe, Aloes blow 


Wich fanning Gales, a rich Perfume. 


| Here num'rous Plants with fragrant Scent, 


and ſweeteſt Odours ſpreading round, 


| All in their Nature excellent, 
And various in their Kind, abound. 


5. 
Thy blooming Plants of Grace diſplay 


A fruitful Soil, a wholeſome Air; 


And heav'nly Sap which J convey, 
Makes all the Planting freſh and fair. 


6. 


Wild Nature's Soil could ne'er produce 


duch Trees as here immortal ſtand, 


14 | Fer 
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For ſpecial Pleaſure, ſpecial Uſe, 
All planted by my Father's Hand. 


Ver. 15. A Fountain of Gardens, a Well i 
living Waters, and ay from Lebanon, 


Thy pleaſant Garden's W Plants 


All others far in Worth excel; 

For Heav'n, to thine indulgent grants 

The Waters of Salvation's Well, | 
2. 


This Fountain open, full and nigh, 
Mates Plants their vital Vigour yield; 
Lea, neighb'ring Gardens does ſupply, 
And water each adjacent Field. 


Thy Graces frank their Juice convey, 


In Manner not as fhallow Pals; 


But living Springs. that Night and Day 


Flow to refreſh the lowly V ales. 


4. 
Such is thy lib'ral flowing Mind, 
N. are ith (churliſh Penury) 
Thy Bleſſings to thy Banks confin'd, 
But free and common as the Sea. 


. 
My quick'n'ng Spirit, freely ſhed, 
That Z:9.'s Banks may overflow, 


The River is, whoſe Streams do glad, 
And make the young Plantation grow. 


The Well of Water running o'er 
Here ſtays, the Current to maintain; 
And ſprings up to eternal (lore, 

As Rivers haſten to the Main, 


Not 


Not 


—— — — — 
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Not Jordan ſwell'd from Lebanon 
So ſtately rolls the noble Tide; 
As Chryſtal Rivers from the Throne 
In Sens thro? Zion's Valleys glide. 


8. 
Thy Rills of Grace, Self-glory ſhun, 


Return and own their Spring's in me; 


| As Garden- ſtreams from thence muſt run, 
And pay their Tribute to the Sea. 


The CHURCH's Words. 


| Ver. 16. Awake, O North-wind, and come, thou 


South, blow upon my Garden, that the Spices 
thereof may flew out. Let my Beloved come 
into his Garden, and eat his pleaſant Fruits, 


| K. 
In ample Praiſe, my King I hear 


Make worthleſs me his royal Theme; 


| But with a ſtunn'd, aſtoniſh'd Ear, 
| | fink into the Duſt for Shame. 


2. 


What humbling Wonders he performs ' 


On Inſects vile his Picture draws ; 
Then makes the deſpicable Worms: 


| The Subject of his high Applauſe. 


* 
Lord, if I be the Garden fair, 
On thee, the Praiſe muſt wholly land 


For all the verdant Graces there 


Are Plants of thy e Hand. 


The wlcy Fruits thou "oft approve, 
And deign' ſt ſo largely to commend, 
F 5 Ar< 
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Are Bloſſoms of thy fruitful Love, 
And en thy Breathings all depend, 


| . 
They quickly languiſh, fade and die; 
They ceaſe to bud, they ceaſe to flow; 
And ſapleſs, ſcentleſs, fruitleſs lie, 
Enleſs thy quick ' ning Spirit blow. 

6. 


Awake, O heav'nly Wind, and come, 
Excite the Sp ces of the Vide; 

Blow on this Garden of Perfume 

A routing Breath, a quick'ning Gale, 


7 
On Zion's Sons, O Sp'rit divine, 
Pour Gifts and Graces large abroad; 


Her Paſtors, by Perfumes of thine, 


Be made a Savour ſweet to God. 

| „ 
Sharp Gales from chilling North, command, 
To route the dormant Seeds of Grace: 
Then warming South's ſoft Wings expand, 
To make the Spices flow apace. 


From ev'ry Point, O LI Winds, 
Come, blow a freſh new Pentecoſt: 
That blinded, atheiſtic Minds 
May know there is a Holy Ghoſt. 
10. 
O let my beſt beloved come, 
And ſpread the Garden- area broad 
With choiceſt Fruits of rich Perfume, 
Mott ſweet and graute ful to my God. 
11. 
My Garden's his in (all its Views) 
The Life, the Sap, the Branch, the Root; 
| h The 


_ > 


„ Ps $7 aww, It a, 


0 


0 


BY 


* 
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The Produ& whole to him accrues, 
Who plants and waters all the Fruit. 

12. 
Come, elſe the Banquet cannot ſtand; 
Come, bring with thee thy pleaſing Treat, 
The Fruits of thy laborious Hand, 
And Garden-toil with bloody Sweat. 


Or ſherter, thus: 
. 
Am ] the Garden Heaven can own, 
Where living Waters flow, 
as Chryſtal Rivers from the Throne, 
To make the Planting grow ? 
2. 
O heavenly Wind, awake and come, 
Blow all the gracious Gales 
On this my Garden of Perfume, 
| _ Eltte all its Savour fails. 


5 
s 


0 Divine Spirit, from above 
| My with'ring Heart inſpire, 
And raiſe, by various Forms of Love, 
As various Wants require. 


| 4. 

Let Northern Breezes fill my Sails 
With ſharp convincing Grace: 
Then, from the South, refreſhing Gales 
Reſume their joyful Place, 
Make all the Spices flow abroad, 

All Graces active here 
To entertain my Lord and God, 
Faith, Love, and Joy appear; 
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22 — — — — 
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6. 
Let my Belov'd, his Preſence ſweet 
Now to his Garden grant, 
To taſte his pleaſant Fruits, and eat 
What he himſelf did plant. 


FFF 


CHAP: V, 
CHRIST's Words. 


Ver. 1. I am come in to my Garden, my Siſter, 


my Spouſe; I have gath.red my MMyrrh wii 
my Spice, I have eaten my Honey-comb with 
my Honey, I have drunk my Wine with my 
m1:i+: Hat, O Friends; drink, yea drink 
abundantly, O Beloved, 
I. 
Y Love, in Anſwer to thy Prayer, 
I'm here at thy Requeſt; 
Ang ready both to give and ſhare 
The Pleaſure of the Feaſt. 
5 
Im come, my Spouſe and Siſter dear, 
I'm to my Garden come, 
To gather up my Spice and Myrth, 
lm pleas'd with this Perfume. 


My Graces reliſh wr Feeſt 
Of Honey, Milk and Wine; 
I make myſe'f a welcome Gueſt, 
The Fruits are mine and thine. 


Fat 


Eat 


Your fainting: Spirits here refreſh 


— — 2 ** — Wag E 
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4. 
Fat, drink, O Friends, whom I approve, 
I alfo welcome you; 
Yea, drink Abundance of my Love, 
Full Freedom I allow. 


With Plenty ſpread abroad; 
The Grace and Love, the Blood and Fleſh 
Of your incarnate God. | 
CT ON 6 
Not elect Angels ever ſhare 
Such ſtrange and matchleſs Food; 
They feaſt on their Creator's Care, 
Not your Redeemer's Blood. 


The CHUR CH's Words: 


Ver. 2. 1 ſleep, but my Heart wateth + It is 


the Voice of my Beloved that knacketh, ſay- 
ing, Open to me, my Siſter, my Love, my 
Dove, my unde filed: For my Head is wet with 
Dew, and my Locks with the Drops of the 
Night. 


I. 
The Heart of Jeſus, kind I ſee, 
But mine, ungrateful, fails; 
Two Natures are at Odds in me, 
And oft the worſt prevails. 


| 2. 
Both ſſeeping Fleſh I have, that reſts. 


In Sloth unto my Shame; 
And waking Grace that ſtill proteſts. 
. Againſt the lazy Frame. 
Rs Hence 
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Hence tho' I ſleep, I 5 my Heart 
Some inward Knocking hear; 

'Tis Jeſus, Voice, his loving Dart 
Thus wounds my waking Ear. 


© Come, open, my unſpotted Dove, | 

« 'Thy Heart I bolted find ; 

6 Awake my Siſcer; riſe, my Love, 
Let in thy deareſt Friend. 


©; 
„ Wrath's midnightShow'r bedew'd my Locks, 
& Storms on my Head di] blow: 
«© Wilt thou unkindly flight my Knocks 
Who ſuffer'd for thee fo ? 
— 
And now ftand waiting patiently 
« To give the purchaſt Good, 
At preſent ready to apply 
e The Bleflings of my Blood ? 


Var. 'S £ bows put off my Coat, "Fab /hall T put 
it on © 1 have waſhed my Feet, haw fhall 4 
defile them. 

; 
When thus in moſt endearing Terms 
Kind Jeſus knock'd and cry'd, 
My Heart reſiſting heav'nly Charms, 
On Bcd of Sloth TE d; 


«« My Cloaths are of, my Nap i is ſweet, 
& How ſhall I riſe undrett ? 

« How itall I ſtain my new-waſht Feet? 
„% Excule me, let me reſt. 


My 
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My Non-admiffion of bis Grace 
His holy Spirit vext; 

My Anſwer for my Lazineſs 
Was but a vile pretext. 


Ver. 4. My Beloved put in his Hand by the 
Hole of the Door, and _ Bowels were 
moved Þ for him. 

I. 
When I fo ſhamefully refus'd 
Acceſs to my Belov'd, 
Another kindly Way he us'd, 
Which my Aﬀections mov'd. 


2. 
Tho' 1 bis Word did baſely flight, 
Yet, ere I was aware, 
His Spirit by reſiſtleſs Might 
Did kindly draw the Bar. 


He, to unbolt the Door, put in 
His gracious Hand of Pow'r: 
Then did his Love upbraid my Sin, 
And melt my Bowels fore. 


Ver. 5. J roſe to open to my Beloved, and my 
Had) dropped with Myrrh, and my Fin- 
gers with fuweet-ſmelling Myrrh, upon the 
Handles of the Lek. 

1 
How long he ſtood, how oft he knock'd, 
How patient, who can tell ? 
What Drops of Grace on th' Entry lock'd 
From his ſweet Fingers fell ? 
At 


+ Or in me, 


—_ 
— 
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2. 
A length I roſe from off my Bed, 
My drouſy Bed of Sloth, 
To open to my Spouſe, who had 
My ſolemn Marriage-Oath. 


Soon by the wet Lock handles were 
My Fingers moiſt'ned much, 

And ſweetly dropt with Oil of Myrrh 
_ Left by his OY Touch. 


His quick'ning Sp'rit Heart fetters broke, 
And heai'd my dull Diſeaſe; 

As dropping O: that makes the Lock 
Soon yield and ope with Eaſe, 


Ver. 6. I ohened to my Belzved, but my Beloved 
had withdrawn himſelf, and was gone MN. 
H art failed when he ſpake. I ſought him 
but I could not find him; I called him, but 
he gave me no Anſwer. 

1. 


J open'd ſtraight to my Belov'd, 


Expecting his Embrace; 
But ah, from thence he had remov'd, 
And juſtly hid his Face. 
2. 
Mine aking Heart did now collect 
His Words that gave the Wound, 
And, wailing ſore my ; baſe Neglect, 
Away my Spirit ſwoon'd. 


* 
| With great Perplexity I Wicht, 


But him I could not find; 
I call'd, but, ah, no Anſwer got, 


To eaſe my reſtleſs Mind. So 
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| 4 
do much my forme, Slothfulneſs 
To preſent Damage turn'd; 
In Grief I doubled mine Addreſs, 
Yet ftill his Abſence mourn'd. 


Ver. 7. The Watchmen that went about the City 
found me, they ſmote me, they wounded me; 
the Keepers of the Wall tock away my Veil 
from mes | 

4. | 

When I, in private Means, with Care 

Had ſought, but ſought in vain; 
I try'd his public Courts, but there, 
Redoubled was my Pain. 


2. 
Kind Paſtors formerly condol'd 
My Caſe with Sympathy; 
But now I met with ſuch as rul'd 
With Force and Cruelty g. 


3. e 
Untender Watchmen, on their Rounds 
In open Streets, me got, 
Afflicted me with many Wounds, 
| And without Mercy ſmote. 


| 4. | 
They hurt my Name, my Head, my Crown, 
| And fore reproach'd my Zeal ; ; 
Wall-keepers rude, thus beat me down, 
| And tore away my Vell. 


| | 5 
My fair Profeſſion they defam'd, 
Nor did my Failings hide; 


Fal. ir. 4 
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A ftrolling Harlot I was nam'd, 


And not a loving Bride. 


Ver. 8. 7 charge you, O Davnghters of Jeruſa- 
lem, he find my Beloved, that ye teil him 
that 1 am fick of Love. 

| 15 
O Salem's Race, when Watchmen wound, 
Won't ye more Favour ſhe-w˖? 
What Pity can't wich them be found, 
May Iexpect with you. 
5 
I want my Soul's beloved One, 
None elſe can give me Eaſe : 
I'm ſick of Love; O is there none 
To tell him my Diſeaſe? 


y: 
lis Abſence from my Soul is Death; 


O, if ye find his Grace, 
charge you with my dying Breath, 
To repreſent my Caſe. 


The Companions Words. 


Ver. 9. hat is thy Beloved more than ani. 
Belovel, O thou faireſt among Women © WWiat 
is thy Beloved more than another Beloved, that 
thou dloſt fo charge us* 

I. 
Fair Lover, thou who doſt to us 
Thy moaning Speech direct, 
Whoſe ſhining beauteous Carriage thus 
Commands our high Reſpect ; 
| 2. 

The Object does thy Love engage, 

We judge by viewing thee Mut 


1 


Ulk 
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Muſt ſurely be ſome Perfonage 
Of very high Degree. 


What's thy Belov'd eas let us know, 
For whom thou art fo ſad, 

And giv'ſt fuch folemn Charge, as tho 
He not an equal had. | 


Thou ſaireſt Beauty, can't thou lee 
His Match when he removes ? 

Pray what alluring Charms has he 
Beyond all other Loves: 


The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 10. .My Beloved is white and ruddy, th 
* Chefeſt among ten on 


lt why I love my Fel ſo, 
The wond'ring World enquire, 
My Grounds are ſuch as, did they know, 
Their Hearts would allo fire, 
2. 


O there is no Belov'd like mine! 


He's white and ruddy both; 


All human Beauties, all divine 


His glorious Perſon clothe. 


3. 
White in his Natures both deſcry'd, 
From ev'ry Blemiſh free; 


| And ruddy in his Garments dy' 


With Blood he ſhed for me. 


i 
Was he not red but only walte, 


The Lily, not the Role, He 


Or Standard Bearer. Þ+ Maſon's Paraphraſe. 


116 A Paraphraſe on 


He might ſuffice the Angels Sight; 
But J am none of thoſe. 


5. 
Was he not White but only Red, 
A Suff'rer for his Sin, 
His Blood would reſt upon his Head, 
Nor could I Joy therein. 


But here's my Joy and Confidence 
Both mixt | fee by Faith, 

The Whiteneſs of his Innocence, 

The Redneſs of his Death. 


| 1. 

Since for my Sin he bore Diſgrace, 
Who yet from Sin was free; 
That makes his white and ruddy Face 

A Beauty meet for me. 
| 8. | 
The Chief of Chiefs beyond compare, 
Immanuel, God- Man, 
Among ten thouſand Enſigns fair, 
Triumphant leads the Van. 


To him the Heav'ns tar Homage bring, 
To him celeſtial Throngs, 

Then thouſand Saints and Angels ſing, 
With Rapture on their Tongues. 

10. 

Created Wiſdom cannot ſcan 
The Root of J7e/e's Rod, 

Nor ſpeak the Greatneſs of the Man, 
The Grandeur of the God. 


Ver. 11. His Head is as the moſt refined Gold, 
His 


His Locks are buſhy and black as a Raven. 
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; 
His Head which once was crown'd with Thorns, 
And where all Wiſdom dwells, 
A Crown of Glory bright adorns, 
W hich fineſt Gole excels. 
| . 
So firm, ſo bright, ſo eminent, 
And durable for ay, 
Is his extenſive Government, 
And univerſal Sway. 


9 235 
Black as a Rav'n's his curled Hair 
And buſhy Locks; a Mark, 
That till his Age is freſh and fair, 
His Counfels deep and dark, 


4. 

Beauties of youth and Age agree 
Io deck his awful Sway; 
Fair Youth without Inconſtancy, 

| Full Age without Decay, 


Ver. 12. His Eyes are as the Eyes of Doves by 
the Rivers of Waters, waſhed with Milk, 
and I fitly ſet. 


I. 
His Dove-like Eyes moſt bright appear 
Like theſe the Brooks have wet, 
Or milky Streams have moiſtned clear, 
Like Diamonds hily ſet. 


W- 
His ſparkling Eyes with piercing Sight 
O'erſee the Shades of Death; 


11 | Inſpecting Secrets of the Night, 
; And ſearching Hell beneath. He 
Jis Fith placed, and ſet as a precious Stone in 


the Foil of a Ring. 
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He with his xd and fad Eye. 
HBcholding diſtant Parts, 
Both Deeps of divine Counſel ſpies, 
And Deeps of human Hearts. 


4. | 
Behold both Loftineſs and Love 
In his omniſcient Eye; 
The Eagle temper'd with the Dove, 
With Meekneſs, ene 


Ver. 13. His Cheeis are as a Bed of 1 as 
* ſweet Flowers, his Lips lite Lilies, drop- 
ping A - ſmelling Myrrh. 

I. 
His roſy Cheeks a Bed of Flow'rs 
Still tow'ring up Perfume; 
Or Spices that with Summer-Show'rs 
Their ſweeteſt Scent reſume. 
2. 

Theſe very Cheeks he once reſign'd 

PTPosthem that pluckt the 14 

Moſt ſweetly to th' enlightn'd Mind 

Refreſhing Virtue ſnare. 


His Lips, reſembling Fil-blooms, 
Drop ſav'ry Words of Grace, 
Like Oil of Myrrh with fine Perfumes, 

To ſuit a 8 Caſe. 


Ihe balmy Drops his Lira afford, 
Give Life to Sons of Death : 
The vital Savour of his Word 


Reſtores expiring Breath, 
| Ver, 


* Towers of Perfume, 
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Ver. 14. His Hands are as Gold Rings {ct 
. with the Beryl: His ＋ Belly ig as bright 
Ivory overlaid with Safphircs. 
I, 
His Hands are fairer to behold, 
- "Tho? once nail'd to the Tree, 
Than Beryls ſet in Rings of Gold; 
So rich in Bounty's he. 
2. 
His Operations mighty, vaſt, 
No Mortal underſtands; 
For all the Works of God have paſt 
Thro' theſe his precious Hands. 


No Iv'ry fine ſo prices found, 
With Sapphires ovcrlaid ; 
As Bowels of Compaſiion nnd 
Do gild his . Side. 
The Love about his Heart that twines 
Still firm, without Decay, 
In Inſtances unnumber'd ſhines 
With ſparkling bright Array. 


Ver. 15. His Legs are as Pillars of Marble, 
fet ufen Sockets of fine Gold, His Counte- 
nance is as Lebanon, excellent as the Cedars. 


. 
His Legs like Marble Pillars ſtand 


golden Sockets fine; 
O Urm's the Throne of his Command, 
50 ev'n his Paths divine. 


His 


+ Or Bowels, the ſame Mord as in Fer. 4. 
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1 
His ſtately Steps, his ſteady Way, 
His ſtable Kingdom proves 
He's ſolid Gold, not mould'ring Clay 
Like fading mortal Loves. 


His Countenance more lofty is 

Than Lebanon by far, 

More excellen than all its Trees 

More excellent than all its Trees 

s 4. 

So high, ſo eminent is he, 
That in his Perſon ſhine, 

The Glories of the Deity, 

With Majeſty Divine. 


Ver. 16. His Mouth it moſt ſweet: Yea, le 


is altogether lovely. 
1. . 

Lo, his bleſt Mouth, that once did taſte 

| The bitter Gall for me. 

With Charms divinely ſweet is grac'd, 

Unto the laſt Degree. 

2 

Grace pour'd into his Lips alway 

| Does hence ſo ſweetly run; 

They ſhare the Father's Grace for ay 
Who do but kiſs his Son. 


His Mouth a triple ew imports, 
A Word, a Smile, a Kiſs; 
And triple Doom to daſh their Sports 
W hoſe Lips profane the Bliſs, 
h How 


+ He us all Deſires. 
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flow hard, tho' ſweet, this limning Taſk ! 
I, faint, I muſt ſuccumb ; 

© i: is (if what he is, you aſk) 
| All over Loves, in Sum. 


How weak my Toe his Glory ſings, 
| Which drowns ſeraphic Art; 
Heis all deſirable Things, 

| And charms in ev'ry Part. 

4 6. 
Aoring Heav'ns his Name confcts 
The Infinite unknown, 
And in created human Dreſs 
The uncreated ONE. 


Their Tongues that 35 bis Glory ſpeak, 
In loud and lofty Lays, 

For higher Notes are ſtill to ſeek, 

And never reach his Praiſe. 

1 | 8. 

F | wrong his Name with Words ſo faint, 

Nor half his Worth declare: 

Can finite Pencils ever paint 


The infinitely Fair? 


is is my Beloved, this is my Friend, O 
Daughters of Jeruſalem. 
SE 1. 
IW Union to his Perſon dear, 
hears ſuch ſubſtantial Bliſs ; 
All mortal Loves and F riendſhips here, 
Are but the Shade of this. 
| G What- 


——_— — . Ne OOO — — 
— —— -ã üäjauq—— ——— - __— - - 
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2. 
Whatever ſweet Relations be 
'Mong Creatures great or ſmall, 
There's infinite Diſparity 
Between him and them all. 


Yet how much in himfzIf he is, 
So much he is to me: 

For he is mine, and Jam his, 
And evermore ſhall be. 


4. 
The more I hold his Glory forth, 
Or would his Name unfold; 


The more incomparable Worth 
I {till in him behold. 


3 
Now this, O Salem's Pregeny, 
This is my Love, my Friend; 


Search Heav'n and Earth, but ſure am bs 


His Match you'll never find. 
6. 
Your Queſtion far exceeds my Reach, 
What's thy Belov'd? ſaid ye: 
His Praiſe defeats my fault'ring Speech; 
But (pray you) Come and ſee, 


. 
k 
7 


80 
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Auge RS RN RE RA 
CHAP. V4; 
The Companions Fords. 


| Ver. 1. Wi ither is thy Beloved gone, O thow 
faireſt among omen? whither is thy Be- 
loved gone aſiile © that we may ſeek him with 
thee. i 


1. 
UCH glorious Things are told by thee 
About thy matchleſs Mate: 
is Seekers too we fain would be, 


And fhare thy HPP State. 


Thy holy Walk and Talk is ſuch, 
Thy Countenance ſo fair, 
| We think whom thou commend'ſt ſo much, 
Maſt be beyond Compare. 


3. 
O where is thy Beloved gone; 
Thou faireſt of thy Kind, 
So happy in that glorious One 
On whom thou ſer'ſt thy Mind. 


| 8 
P. Where is he gone? Pray let us know 
What Place frequents he moſt ? 
I Thatwein al of him may go, 
Nor find our Travel loſt. 3 
G 2 | The 


— — — — — 1 * - Bb Con ET gn are >= * IT. oe re ng 
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The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 2. My Beloved is gone down into his Gar- 
den, to the Beds of Spices, to feed inthe Gar- 
dens, and to gather Lilies. 

Y 

Lo, my Belov'd, tho' he enthron'd 

In Glory keeps his Place, 
Yet here below is to be found 

In Gardens of his Grace, 

2. 

He plants, he waters ev'ry Tree, 

His Bleſſing makes them ſpring z 
Then gladly comes he down to ſee 

What rich Increaſe they bring. 


He walks among the Gicy Beds, 
Where Aromatics flow ? 

And in his young Plantation feeds, 
Where Fruits delicious grow. 


4. 
He gathers there his choſen Crop 
Of Lilies, without Toll ; 
And, when full ripe, he picks them up, 
To deck his fairer Soil. 


bY | 
Th' Aſſemblies of his growing Saints 
Are ſtill his chief repair: 
Whoe'er his gracious Preſence wants, 


May ſeek with Succeſs there, 


Vet. 3. Ian 1 my Bad and my Beloved 
is mine. He feedeth now the Lilies. 

Tho? 

* See Chap. ii. 16, ra more ia 'gely explained 


1 
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| I. 

Tho' now my Lord from me abſcond, 
Yet judge him not unkind : 

In's Temple oft I have him found, 
And hope again to find. 

| 3 

And tho' from me to Senſe he hides, 
My Faith holds faſt his Name: 

Mine Int'reſt in him firm abides, 
I will not quit my Claim, 

He has my warmeſt 5M ingroſt, 
And ] poſſeſs his Heart; 

His Love and mine unite, I boaſt | 
Nor Death nor Hell can part. 


8 
The Bond of Love ſo firm abides, 


Ev'n in the darkeſt Day, 
That tho' behind the Shade he hides, 
He's never far AWAY. 


Tho? he his nobleſt Table ſpreads 


Among his Flow'rs above; 


Yet here amidſt his Lily- Beds 


He keeps his Feaſts of Love. 
| "6 | 


The Ordinances of his Grace, 


Are Fields of his Repair; 
There I have ſeen his glorious Face, 
And you may ſee him there. 


CHRIST's Words. 


Ver. 4 . Thou art beautiful, O my Love, as Tir- 


ws comely as Jeruſalem, terrible as an Army 
with Banners, 83 How 
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1. 
How comely is the Bride I ſee, 
Who thus mine Abſence wail'd, 
And kindly thought and ſpoke of me, 
Ev'n when my Face was veil'd. 
2. 
Thy Zeal for me when I withdrew 
I highly muft approve; 
And now return to thee, to ſhew 
My great Reſpect and Love. 


I did forgive, and have forgot 
All thine Infirmities: 

Thy holy Soul, from Sin remote, 
Is beauteous in mine Eyes. 


More fair thou art, my lovely Prey, 
More comely in my Sight, 

Than ever Tirzah once ſo gay, 
Or Salem once fo bright. .. 


5» | 
Thine Aſpect's awful Majeſt _ 
Does ſtrike thy Foes with Fear; 
As Armies do, when Banners fly, 
And martial Flags appear. 
How does thine Armour glitt'ring bright 
Their frighted Spirits quell? 
The Weapons of thy warlike Might 
Defy the Gates of Hell. 


Ver. 5. Turn away thine Eyes from me, for tho) 
have overcome mex | | 
| Small 


* gee more on this & ubjce, Chap. ili, 4. and iv. 9. 
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8 
Small Wonder that thy Foes muſt bow 
When Faith does keep the Field; 
For, lo, I am thy Captive too, 
And kindly forc'd to yield. 


2. 
Thy charming Eyes of Faith and Love, 
That make myſelf their Prize, 
Have overcome me; pray remove 
And turn away thine Eyes. 


They pow'rfully my ear detain, 
My kindly Paſſions fill ; 

Yet no unwilling Vict'ry gain, 
But. win me to thy Will, 


4- 

Thy daring, gallant Arms of Grace, 
Have o'er me ſuch a Sway; 

I'm conquer'd with their kind Embrace, 
And cannot ſay thee nay. 


Thy piercing 1 9 5 ths raviſh me, 
Command me as they liſt: 

My Spirit's aiding Force in thee, 
Is Pow'r I can't reſiſt, 

6. 

Ceaſe, wreſtling Jacob, let me go, 
My Love, let me alone 

If not, except I bleſs thee; Lo! 
My Blefling thou haſt won, 


. + Thy Hair is as a Flock of Goats that 


G 4 | appear 


+ See theſe Words more largely expigined, 
c Iv. I 25 3. | 
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atpear from Gilead. Ver. 6. Thy Teeth are 
as a Flack of Sheep, which go up from the 
aſbing, whereof every one beareth Twins, and 
there is not one barren among them. Ver. + 
As a Piece of a Pomegranate are thy Temples 
within thy Locks. 
wy Op 
Thy flothful Carriage toward me 
At our lait Interview, 
ho' I obſerv'd with Jealouſy, 
And thereupon withdrew z 


2. 
Yet never judge thy Change of Frame 
My Heart from me could move; * 
For ſtill (like ſolid Rocks) the ſame 
ls my unſhaken Love. 


3 
Thy Praife I ſounded in thine Ears 
Ere thou waſt fo unkind ; F 


And now indulge no faithleſs Fears, 
| As if I chang'd my Mind, 


For, to evince the Love I bore 
Does Kill the ſame remain, \ 

I now commend thee as before, | 
And in the former Strain. 


Gay, like a comely Flock of Goats 
On Gilead's ſtately Height, v 
Is thine adorning Hair, that notes 
Thy Converſation bright. AY 
"FB 5. 
No broider'd ornamental Hair, FP 
That trims up mortal Clay, 
Can parallel the heav'nly Air 
Of thy well-order'd Way. Thy 
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7. 
Thy Teeth the Bread of Life that eat, 
And feed upon my Fleſh, 


Are Acts of Faith in Number great, 


In Nature fair and freſh. 
8. 


Thine active Zeal, yet mild, does keep 
A juſt Equality, 


Like ev'nly rounded Flocks of Sheep 


Thy 


Ney paſt the Shearer's Eye. 


Thy Purity exceeds their Fleece 


Waſht in the Cryſtal Flood ; 


Thy Fruits of Holineſs and Pence 


Outvy their num'rous Brood, 
10. 
There does not in the Flock appear 
One barren, fruitleſs Womb: 


But all by Twins their Offsprings bear, 


And bring them bleating home, 
11. 


Like 'Granates halv d thy Temples fair 


Within thy Locks appear, 


While ruddy Bluſhes deck thy Pray'r 


When none but God doth hear: 


12. 
Thou modeſt hid'ſt thy roſy Cheeks, 
When Sins with Shame 'em fluſh: 


| Yet thro' the Maſk, the Mien detecis 


'Thy beauteous holy Bluſh. 


Ver. 8. There are threeſcore Queens and Four- 
ſcore Concubines, and Virgins without Number. 


Ver. 9. My Dove, 83 1s but * / 
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e is the only One of her Mother, ſbe is ths 
choice One of her that bare her : The Daugb. 
ters faw her, and bleſſel her; yea the Queens 
aud the Concubines, and they praiſed her, 


I. | 
Thy Song gave me the chiefeſt Name 
Among Ten thouſand Heirs, 
And thee the faireſt J proclaim 
Among Ten thouſand Fairs, 
2. | 
Queens, Concubines and Virgins are 
Unnumber'd, whom they cal! 
Bright dazzling Beauties, charming fair; 
But thou excell'ft them all. | 


2. 
Moſt holy Souls (of high Deſcent) 
Are Beauties moſt renown'd : 
The righteous is more excellent 
Than all his Neighbours round. 


« 
My ſpotleſs Dove as one I view, 
Vea, all in one to me; 
Her Mother-Church's Darling too, 
And choiceſt Progeny. 


The Daughters, her ratenipe Friends, 
Beheld her Beauty great; 
And ſtraight admir'd her in their Minds, 
And bleſt her in the Gate. 
ny 8 
Lea, Queens and Damſels more renown'd 
Did all to her give Place, 
And with extolling Praiſes crown'd 
Her comely ſhining Grace, 3 
e Ver, 
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Ver. 10. Who is ſhe that looketh forth as the 


Morning, fair as the Moon, clear as the Sun; 
and terrible as an Army with Banners ? 
1. 
« Who's this (ſcid they) ſo brightly fring 
« Like to the Morning Ray, 
« ThatcleavesNight- -ſhades with Silver Wings, 
«© To haſte the Golden Day ? 


2. 
« Much fairer than the gilded Moon 
« Her Graces ſhine in Dreſs, 


And clearer than the Sun at Noon, 


Ver. 


Her ſpotleſs Righ teouſneſs. 


«© Bchold in Love to Beats forlorn, 

„ What Wonders Heav'n performs ! 
„ That does with Statelineſs adorn 

„ Defil'd and lothſome Worms. 


« By Armour ab Try Captain lends, 
« Until her Warfare cloſe, _ 

« She's render'd helptul to her Friends, 
„ And hurtful to her Foes, 


Yea, while ſhe does her Rank maintain, 
„ And caſt her Airs abroad, 

Her Grace is awful toward Men, 

„And pow'rful toward God. 


4 


A 


Ver. II. I went down into the Garda 1 of Nuts, 
to ſee the Fruits s of the Valicy, and to fee ꝛbhe- 
ther the Vine flouriſhed, and the Pom:granates 
budded. | 

With 
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| 1. 
With friendly Mind I hid my Face, 
Vet went not far away, 
Retiring but a little Space, 
My Orchard to ſurvey. 
. 
I went but down to ſee anew 
My Garden of ſweet Nuts, 
Within the ſhady Grove, and view 
The pleaſant Valley- fruits: 


To notice round my labour'd Plain, 
If all was very good; 

If tender Vines produc'd their Grain, 
And Pomegranates their Bud : 


4. 

If all the water'd flow'ry Plains 
Along the verdant Field, 

Did Fruits, proportion'd to my Pains, 
Ev'n in my Abſence yield. 


Into my Heart what Chearfulneſs 

| And Pleaſure did it bring, 

To fee the early Buds of Grace 

And Blofloms of the Spring ? 
: 6 


I raviſh'd ſaw my beauteous Bride, 
Lament my Abſence ſore; _ 
Nor could myſelf in Thickets hide, 


From her, a Moment more. 


Ver. 12. Or ever I was aware, my Soul * made 


me like the Claricts of Ammi: nadib. 


* Or ſet me on the Chariots of my princely 


willing People. 


FP 


— — — — — — 


the Song of SoLomon, 133 
i. 
Such had my Bride's inviting Frame 
Ev'n in my Abſence been; 


N olonger could I hide the Flame 
Of my ez" keen. 


Raviſh'd, ere (in Effect) I knew, © 
My Bowels did me move; 
Into her praying Arms I flew 
On ſpeedy Wings of Love, 


Sweet rapt'rous Paſſion roſe in me, 
But in a matchleſs Mode, 
As far as Rapture can agree, 


Or Paſſion to a God, 


4. 
My fond Affections vehement 
In Ways of Grace divine, 
All towards her intenſely bent, 
Purſu'd their Love-deſign. 


My wilhng People l provide 

Bright Graces, princely Charms : 
And in theſe fiery Chariots ride 

With a into their Arms. 

6. 

Oil'd Wheels of Faith and warm opted 

That make myſelf their Chace, 
Fetch from mine Altar ſtill more Fire 
Of ſweet ſurpriſing Grace. 


No Chariot of * 
However ſwift or bright, „ 
The heav'nly Rapture can deſcribe 3 
Of Loye's delicious Flight. n 
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So rapid oft, tho' never raſh, 
The Motions of my Grace, 
*T ween Heav'n and Earth, are like a Flaſh 
Of Lightning in a Trice. 


Ver. 13. Return, return, O Shulamite, return, 
return, that we may look upon thee: What 
will ye ſee in the Shulamite ? as it were the 
. 80 two TO 


Love, in my Abſence wort waſt thou 
With Sin and Grief oppreſt 3 ? 

O blame thy faithleſs Heart, and now 
Return unto thy Reſt. 

2. 
With Confidence and without Fear 
Thy heav'nly Husband face, 

Who wills thee boldiy to appear 

Before his Throne of Grace. 


The Heav'ns unite tber Voice with mine 
Thy Heart- return to move: 

Allow thyſelf no more to whine, 
Suſpicious of * Love. 


Return, O ;drooping, Stulanite, 
In Hafte return; for we 
Heav'n's TRINITY. and Hoſts unite 


With Joy to welcome thee, 


3 
We want to ſee thee, at his Call 
Whoſe Peace thy Name adorns; 
He with his Saints and Angels all 


Will ch 2 
joy at thy Returns. What 


nat 


— 
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6. 
What in the feeble Shulamte,, 
What's to be ſeen? (you'll ſay) 
Is ſtruggling Grace a goodly Sight, 
When Sin regains the Day? 


Nay, lo my Bride. (th apt ſhe be 
Herſelf to under-rate} 

I, on the Field of Battle, ſee 
In warlike Pomp and State, 
| ; 

Behold, two Armies in her Camp, 
The doubled Hoſts of God; 

Her Lovers charm, her Haters damp, 
Her happy Triumph bode. 


MORON 
C 1 A P. vi. 
CHRIST": 8 Words. 


Ver. 1. How becutiful are 35 Feet with Shoes, 
O Princes. Daughter ! Th: Foints of thy 
Diebe are like. 70055, the 77 ork 8 the Hand 
of a cunning MOSS - 


AIR Bride, I'll lattices yet extol 
[hy Charms fo lovely in my Sight; 3 
For I my new Creation whole ©. | 
Sal view With raviſhing W 0 
How 


ä 8 0 


Hou noble is thy high "Deſcent, 
Not fordid like the Sons of Earth? 
How does thy Geſture document 
Thy heav'nly and ſuperior Birth? 


O Princeſs of the Ro 0 Race! 

How bright thy Feet with golden Shoes 

Do ſparkle, while thy Walk, thro' Grace, 
Becomes the glorious 3 news? 


The Steps of thy Affection hen; 
And outward Converſation fair, 
Diſplay a heav'nly royal Mien, 

A ſtately and majeſtic Air, 


Ze 
The Joints that Strength and Motion do 
To thy well-order'd Steps impart, 
Like orient Jewels burniſh'd new, 
Speak holy Skill ne curious Art. 
6. N 


Thy ſtately Port 3 in facred Things 
Makes ev'ry Joint a Gem appear; 38 


While boly Principles and Springs 


n ev'nly Courſe of uy ſteer. T 
Ver. 2. Thy Naueli 15, Wy a round Giblet, which ; 
_ wanteth not Liquor : Thy Belly is like an Heap p 

of Wheat, ſet about 58 Lilies. = \ 


As is thy ſparkling bright Array 
Conform unto thy Pedigree; 0 

So with thy ſhining outward Way 
Thine inward Form and Frame agree. 


A 


_— - 
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| 2. 
A wretched Infant once thou waſt, 
Into the open Field caſt out, 

From native Blood and Stains unwaſht, 
Nor was thy Navel dreſt or cut. 


But now, how neat's thy gracious Form 
Well nowiſh'd by a glorious Spring? 


Since Grace took up the lothſome Worm, 


And made thee quite another Thing. 


5 
Thy Infant- Brood to Ripeneſs Stow, 
Which natively thy Bowels feed, 
Like to a Bowl that overflows © 
With Liquor ſuited to their Need. 


My Spirit is, (to fill ehy Cup, 
And honour thee with rich Increaſe,) 
A Well of Water ſpringing up 
Within thee to immortal Bliſs, 
6. 
Thy fruitful Womb an Heap of Wheat 
F + Affimilates in pleaſant Mode; 
Thy royal Marriage makes thee meet 
For bearing precious Fruit to God. 


| 7. | 
Fruit deckt around with Flow'rs-de-luce, 


With Graces of an active Vent; 

A Product rich of Fruit for Uſe, 

With beauteous Flow'rs for Ornament, 
'g. 

Fair Zion's fertile Womb has meat 

For Babes of Grace, her Lily-brood ; 


And yields them plenteous Store of Wheat, | 


| woe ripe in Years, for ſolid Food. 
F Reſembles, 


Ver. 
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Ver. 3. Thy t2v0 Breaſts are lite two young 
Roes that are Twins Þ. 
$4 . 

Thy Breaſts of Love reſemble Roes 
That ſeem both young delightful Twins; 
Such equal Care, thou Zion ſhows, | 
To feed thy Babes in ſacred Inns, 

| 3 | 
Thou op'neſt frank a two-fold Breaſt, 
Two holy Teſt'ments and two Seals, 
Which to thy Children yield a Feaft 
Of heav'nly Milk for daily Meals, 


Thine equal Breaſts Xeltohtful feed 
With congruous Milk of ſweet Solace, 
In juſt Proportion to the Need | 
Of all the little Babes of Grace. - 


My Children dear 1 at thy Side, 
Thy warm and kindly Bowels ſhow; 
And plainly prove my beauteous Bride 
To be a fruitful Mother too. 


Ver. 4. t Thy Neck is as a Tower of Ivory, 
thine Eyes like the Fiſh-pools of Heſhbon #y 
the Gate of Bath rabbim. Thy Neſe is as the 


Tower of Lebanon, which looketh toward | 


Damaſcus. 
I. 
The Neck of precious Faith excels. 
The brighteſt, faireſt Iv'ry Tow'r; 
It holds the glorious Head, and dwells 
On high, upon the Rock of Powò'r. 125 
als 


+ See Chap, iv. ” 5 1 See Chap. iv. 4. 


28 


3 


A. K = © 


More cleat than a any Sifeer Brook, 


To face thy daring Enemies. 4 1 


And watch their Policy and PowW'r. 
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| 2. 
Rais'd and conſpicuous, it attracts 
All open Eyes, and Wonder breeds: 
It ſtands renown'd for valiant Acts, 
For ſtrange Exploits, and mighty Deeds, 


No Iv'ry whiter than the Swan 
Could ever match thy precious Faith: 
No Tow'r with equal Boldneſs can 
Dety the Gates of Hell and Death. 


Thine Eyes like to the clear Fiſh-pools | 
Of ZHeſhbon by Bath-rabbim's Gate, | 
Enlightned brightly, twit the Fools, 2 | 
That hug blind Nature's r Sate, 57 [1 


Thy lucid Eyes of Knowledge trace 
Hid Myſt'ries in the ſacred Book, {[Grae« 
The Height Depth, 55550 and Breadth * 
Skit 1 VT 
But all concen- d this: Gier les e 
From Men of prudence, Sons of Pride, 
Whoſe boaſted Wit does blind their Eyes, 
And Wiſdom” Light with Scorn deride. 


— x Ya _—— cu. 


'The Noſe of quick Sagacity 14 1 
Like Leb'non's Tow'r does ſtately riſe, 
And with bold Look; Damaſcus ſpy, 


8. 
Becauſe they ſtrong and ſubtle are, 
Thou wiſely keep'ſt the Frontier-tow'r; 
To ſmell their deep Deſigns afar, 


Ver. 
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Ver. 5. Thine Head upon thee is lite Carmel, 
and the Hair of? mY Head like Purple ; 


Thy heav'nly Mind ialigent 
Excels the wiſeſt Heads on Earth; 
While Aliens from thy high Deſcent, 
And Strangers to thy heav'nly Birth. 
Thy lofty Head and ſtately Brow 


Looks o'er the Hills from Heaven above, 


And ſcornful ſmiles on all below, 
As baſe and worthleſs of thy Love. 


| 8 
Thy Helmet and thy Head: piece is 
Hope built upon atoning Blood: 
High is thy Head extoll'd by this 


Bove ev'ry Foe, bove ev'ry Flood. 


* 
Higher by far than Carmel Top, 
The very Walls of Heaven to ſcale; 
When thine advent'rous, ſoaring Hope 
Its Entravcs makes within the Veil. 


4 
Th' 883 of Carmel high 
Can't match thy beauteous Crimſon Head; 
Its Hairs are of the purple Dye 
Which once thy loving Lord did bleed. 
6. 


Each Pin that holds thy Hair in YN 
Each Glance without, each Grace within, 
Speaks univerſal Statelineſs ; 5 
Not one diſorder'd Hair or Pin. 


3 Or Crimſon, 


5 Each 


„ ou 


i 2 
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Each holy Air around hs Face 

So much its Beauty does enhance, 
A Luftre ſhines in ev'ry Grace, 

A pleaſing Charm in ev'ry Glance, 


Je King is * held in the Gallerics, 
To prove the Beauty raviſhing 
And Luſtre of thy holy Dreſs; 
How does it captivate the King, 
And deep his Royal Heart impreſs! 
E 5 
Fieſus, the King of Kings renown'd, 


Is ſtraitly held within thine Arms, 


In Gall'ries of his Grace, and bound 
A williog Captive to thy Charms, 


$ Theglorious and majeſtic One, 

Whom Death nor Hell could e'er detain, 
Is by thy pow'rful Graces won 

And ty'd as with a mighty Chain. 


+ 

Strange Lovelineſs it is that ſways 
The ſov'reign Regent of the Skies ! 
Conſtraining him to ſtay and gaze; 


The Charms do ſo attract his Eyes. 


Bold with the King 5 Faith's Efforts ; 
How happy they the Conqueſt ſhare ! 
Who win him to his ſacred Courts, 

And then have Pow'r to hold him there. 
Such is the Glory of his Grace, 

He boaſts of being overcome; And 


* Or bound. Väõ5 
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And feaſts the Victor with Solace, 
Who wreſtling fought but for a Crumb. 


Ver. 6, f How fair and how Plraſant art thats | 
0 805 for Delights ! 
15 
O b no Words can ſpecify 
Thy various Form of Lovelineſs; 
Delights of diverſe Kinds in thee 
1 value more than I kts 


No equal for Delights "Vaſt thou, 
No Match for Beauty here below : 
I call thee fair and pleaſant too, 
Becauſe in Love I made thee ſo. 


3˙ 
My Love, thy outward Dreſs how fair! 
Thy inner Frame how ſweet to me! 
My Righteouſneſs and Graces are 
The Royal Robes I made for thee. 


4. 
All my laborious Life throughout 
Was ſpent the Marriage- ſait to ſpin, 
That makes my Bride all fair without, 
And hence all glorious too within. 


Ver. 7. This thy Stature is like to a Palm-tree, 
and thy ee to __ of Grapes. 


The Gwent Proportion I obſerve 

Of Graces freſh and fair in thee; 

None from their proper Station ſwerve, 

But act in lovely * 1 [- 
Thy 


+ Or how art thou ad fair, 5 
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2. 
Thy Stature, like the Palm-tree firm, 
Is ſtately, ſtraight, robuſt and tall: 
No Buren can the Flouriſh harm, 


No Age the laſting Growth enthral. 


Thy Breaſts of Love to me and mine, 
Square to the glorious Goſpel- plan, 
Are like the Cluſters full of Wine, 


That chears the Heart of God and Man. 


Ver. 8. I aid, I will go up to the Palms tree, 
1 will take hold of the Boughs thereof : Now 
_ alſo thy Breaſts ſhall be as Cluſters of the Vine, 
and the Smell of thy Noſe like Apples; 
ES | 
I will, ſaid I, this Palm-tree climb, 
This lovely Way and Walk approve, 
«© And to my Bride in holy Trim 
He'll manifeſt my ſpecial Love . 


5 
CC 


* 


* 


2. | 
I'll apprehend, by ſaving Grace, 
& As kindly I decreed of old, 


„Her little Boughs, her wonder Race, 


« And never quit the pleaſing Hold. 


Lo, Heav'n ſhall then th Breaſts inſpire, 
As tumid Cluſters fill'd with Wine: 
My Preſence ſhall thy Graces fire 
Unto thy Heart's Content and mine. 


| 4. 
The Breath of Life thy Noſtrils blow, 


Shall with a fragrant Scent abound; 

No ſav'ry Apples e' er could throw 

Such ſweet and grateful Odours round, Ver, 
Þ John xiv. 24. 
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Ver. 9. And the Roof of thy Mouth like the be/? 
Hine, (for + my Beloved) that gocth down 
fwettly, cauſing the Lips of I thoſe that are 

aſleep to ſpeak, 

| I 


Thy Pallet drench'd with holy Love 
Shall taſte and drop the richeſt Wine: 
So ſweet thy Pray'rs and Praiſe ſhall prove 
A chearing Feaſt to me and mine, 

A, | 
I'll taſte thy Chear, and ſpeak it good, 
Becauſe thou wilt in upright Ways | 
Derive it from my Plenitude, 
And then devote it to my Praiſe. 


Drops from the living Vine that ſtream 

With pleaſing Sweetneſs down will go; 
To make thy cold Aﬀeciions flame, 
Thy wither'd Graces live and grow. 


4. 
My Spirit's gen'rous Wine will make 
The Old in Vears renew their Days, 
The Dead to live, the Dull to wake, 


The Dumb to ſpeak, and ſing thy Praiſe. 


The CHURCH's Words. 


Ver. 10. 1 am my Beloved's, and his Deſire is 
towards me. . | 


1. 
Lo, how my loving Lord commends 
Unworthy me, who bluſh to hear, 
And Blood of Grapes from Efhcol ſends 
My drooping Heart amain to chear. Tm 


+ A Parentheſis of the Brides, ſay ſome, 
4 Or the ancient. 
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2. 

Im not mine own, but his I'll be, 
Whoſe Love has ſet my Heart on Fire, 
And thus has fix'd on worthleſs me 
His ſtrongeſt conjugal Deſire. 


What Line can this Love-ocean ſound ? 
What Tongue its vaſt Dimenſions tell? 
Whoſe Height immenſe, and Depth profound, 
Could purchaſe Heav'n, and vanquiſh Hell. 


Ver. 11. Come, my Be/oved, let us go forth in- 

tc the Field, let us lodge in the Villages, 
1. 

Come, deareſt Love, let us retire 

From this vain cumb'ring Earth's Annoy: 

That undiſturb'd Communion near 

We ſweetly may alone enjoy. 

; N 

We'll chooſe ſome ſecret, lonely Place, 

To vent our holy Joys the more; 

And forage in the Field of Grace, 

Until we feaſt above in Glore. 


Thy Company ſuch biden Trains 

Ot Joy and Conſolation brings: 

That, pois'd with this, my Soul diſdains 
The airy Pomp of earthly Kings. 


In rural Villages 1 285 

Our Lodging let us take all Night, 
Till duſky Shades of Sin and Woe 
Be chas'd away by Glory's Light, 


N | H Ver * 
fo 
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Ver. 12. Let us go up early to the Vineyards, 
let us fre if the Vine flourihh, whether the 
tend Grape app ar, and the Pomegranate; 
bud ſor th: there 74 { give thee my Loves, 

1. 

Unto the Vineyard of thy Grace 

Come, let us early quickly go 

To ſee in this retiring Place 

If all the heav'nly Planting grow. 


| bs | 
Come viſit, Lord, thy ſacred Ground, 
See how thy royal Nurs'ries bear ; 
If Vines and Grapes and 'Granates round 
The Fields, their flow'ry Raiment wear. 


O come along, thy Succour grant, 
While] thy gractous Fruits review; 
For at thy Preſence ev'ry Plant 
Vill ſoon its beauteous Buds renew. 


4. 
The Vines their Bloſi m will reſume, 
The tender Grapes anon revive ; 
See how th: *Granates then will bloom, 
And all the Graccs ſpring and thrive, 


In theſe Retirements while I live, 
Thy Preſence PI: (thro? Grace) improve; 
And joytul there | will thee give 
The Tokens of my warmeſt Love. 
©. 
In Nearnefs ſweet with thee apart 
jj] daih all I id-loves with Ire, 
And wholly offer up my Heart 
To thee 1: Flames of holy Fire. 


Ver. 
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Ver. 13. The Mundrakes give a Smell, and at 


55 our Gates are all manner of pleaſant Fruits 
he new and old, which ] have laid up for thee, 
. O my Beloved. 

1. 


Here, Lord, for thee the Garden's dreſt, 
For thee the choice Proviſion ſpread : 
Come then, vouchſafe with me to reſt, 


And lodge beneath the verdant Shade. 


2. 
The Mandrakes here, Love-fruits and Flow'rs, 
Do ſpread their grateful Odours round; 
And at our very Gates, ſweet Stores 
And various Fruits of Grace abound. 


Embracing Faith is here, to meet 
My Lord whenever he appears; 
Repentance here, to waſh his Feet 


With trickling Floods of joyful Tears. 


Love, Joy, and all he hcav'nly Train, 
Old Fruits array'd with new Increaſe, 
Laid up in Store to entertain 

My Lord, the God of all my Grace, 


Come thou, to whom I all devote, 

O 7eſus, my beloved Lord ; 

Lo, all that's from thy Fu 3 go˙, | 

Is for thy Praiſe and Glory fl Or d. 1 
6. | 


'Tis thine to plant, and prune ard dreſs; 
Thy Blefling makes the Garden grow: 

In thee my All I ſtill poſſeſs, : 
To thee my All I therefore owe, I 


H 2 | CHAP. 


of 
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FC 


CHAP. VIII. 
The CHURCH's W ords, 


Ver. 1. O that thou wert as my Brother, that 
Jock: the Breaſts of my Mother! Ihen I 
foould find thee without, I would kiſs thee, 
7 * T ſhould not be de ſpiſed. 
I. | 
O ſweet I find thy gracious Charms, 
Still more and more I bode ; 
And long to claſp within mine Arms 
A whole incarnate God. 
b . 
O would thou as my Brother wert, 
My Mother's ſucking Child! 
I'd kiſs and hug thee in my Heart, 
And ſhuuld not be revil'd. 


Yea, in the op'neſt, patent Place, 
Without a Bluſh thro' Shame, 

I would with joyful Arms embrace 
The Babe of Bethlebem. 


4 
Hell could reproach thy Church of old, 
| That lov'd a Child unborn : 


But now the Son is givꝰ u, I'm bold 
To love, and fear no Scorn. 


„»Heb. They ſbould ot deſpiſe me, 


e 
— — 


— — —„— 
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To him I'll give the bigheſt Room 
And joy beneath his Shade, 

That deign'd to bleſs the Virgin's Womb, 
And human Nature wed. 

6. 

My God's my Brother now in Dreſs ; 
And if he would allow't, 

Tho' Hell ſhould mock my fond Careſs, 
I'd openly avow't. 


Ver. 2. I would lead thee, and bring thee iute 
my Mother's Houſe, who would inſtruct me. 
I would cauſe thee to drink of ſpiced Mine, 
of the Juice of my Pomegranate, 

” 
I would attend and uſher thee 
Into my Mother's Home; 
Then would her Courts inſtructive be, 
For Light with N r would come. 


Her Children would hy Glory ſee, 
Did they thy Preſence ſhare : 
And I for entertaining thee 
Would bring my choiceſt Fare. 


To ſpiced Wine with Bienen Juice 
1 would thee welcome make; 

And greatly would my Heart rejoice, 
Wer't better for thy Sake. 


£5 
Well were the Feaſt beſtow'd on thee; 
For thine my Graces are, 
Who, when thou com'ſt to feed with me, 
Doſt bring along the Fare. 


H 3 Ver. 


— . —E—ää—ũ— . 
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Ver 3. His left Hand + fhould be under my 
Head, and his right Hand ſhould embrace me . 
1. 
Lo, he deſcending from above, 
In Anſwer to my Pray'r, 
Enfolds me in his Arms of Love, 
Jo ſhew his tender Care. 


| 2. 

His left Hand for my Support he 
Beneath my Head does place; 

Then for my Comfort lends he me 
His rignt Hand's ſoft Embrace, 


His Preſence brings a Silver Show'r 
Oft Bleffings from above; 
I'm cloſely guarded with his Pow'r, 

And girded with his Love. 


For my C/ace gainſt Sin and Death, 
feel his divine Charms; 

And, for my Safety underneath, 
His everlaſting Arms. 


O welcome bleſt and 1 Hour 
| hell he unveils his Face; 
I'm then ſupported by his Pow'r, 
Comforted by his Grace. 


Ver. 4. I charge you, O Daughters of Jeru- 
ſalem, * that ye ſtir not up, nor awake my 
ove, until he pleaje. 
| O Sa- 
+ Or rather is. See Chap. ii. 6. 
+ Se theſe Words more largely ſpoken to, 
Chap. ii. 7. and iii. 5. *® Why ſhould ye {tir 
up, or Wby awake, Se. 


1 


— — — — — 
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„ | 
O Salem's Daughters, now, I pray 
And charge you, ſtand in Awe 
T' awake my Love, or any Way 
Provoke him to withdraw, 
2. 


This heav'nly Quict marr not ye 


With loud oftenſive Noiſe; 


Why ſhould ye rob yourſelves and me 


Of ſuch unconimon 12 1 


His Smiles are free, he comes and goes, 
The bappy Hour is this: 

Why ſhouid ye prove ſuch wretched Foes, 
To interrupt the Bliſs? 


My glorious Lord now reſts within 
Mine Arms of Faith and Love ; 


I charge myſelf, my Heart, my Sin, 


Not once to ſtir or move. 


While he allows his Vint ſweet, 
Let none his Reſt annoy; 

O may I never grieve his Sp'rit, 
Nor fin away wy Joy. 


The Companions Words. 


Ver. 5. (Wha is this that cometh up from the 
Wi. lerneſs, leaning > A her Belourd ) 


W hat fair and lovely Bride is this! 


T ho? preſt with Griefs and Sins, 
Yet trav'ling from the Wilderneſs, 
On her Beloved leans. | 
. How 


FT” ur 1 —ꝗ — — — 
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2. 
How boldly does ſhe in his Name 
And in his Strength go on, 
All other Righteouſneſs diſclaim, 
And mention his alone! 


His Wings bear up her Soul aloft, 
'Bove all that can moleſt: 
His Boſom is the Pillow {oft 


On which her Head doth reſt, 


Lo, how on his almighty Arms 

She can her Cares unload; 
And march thro' all oppoſing Harms, 
Depending on her God. 


Her fir'd Affections . tow'r, 
And, with a heav'nly Air, 
Contempt on earthly Glory pour, 
As far below her Care. 
. 
Aſcending from the Wilderneſs 
Of Sorrow, Sin and Thrall, 
And ſtrongly bent for heav'nly Bliſs, 
She leaves the duſky Ball. 


: J raiſed | thee up under the Arple-Tree : 
there thy Mother brought thee forth, there ſhe 
brought thee forth that bare thee. 
1 | 
To Men's Applauſe with mighty Maze 
What ſmall Regard is due ? But, 


Then in the Heb. has the Mark of the Maf- 


culine Gender. 


2 


t, 


the Song of SOLOMON. 153 


But, Lord, with thee, who art my Praiſe, 
Let me my Suit purſue. 
6: 
Such ſweet Experience, Lord, I had, 
Beneath the Apple-tree ; 
Under thy Shadow {til] I'm glad, 
Alone, to meet with thee, 


I rais'd thee up in ſecret Pray'r, 


Thy joyful Help to yield: 
For by thy Grace I wreſtled there, 
And by thy Grace prevail'd. 


4. 
Thy Mother too that brought thee forth, 


Hard trav'ling with Annoy, 


There at her' Son, her Saviour's Birth 


Forgot her Pangs for Joy. 


Ef, 
The Saints beneath thy fruitful Shade 


Thy beauteous Likeneſs wore z 
They that in Sorrow travail'd had, 
In Joy thine Image bore. 

6. 
Thy Sh:dow thus to them and me 
Such Pleaſure does afford, 
That more and more 1 long to fre 


1hy Glory there, O Lord. 


Ver. 6. Set me as a Seal upon thine Heart, 6; 


a Seal upon thine Arm e 
; 


| Grant, Lord, my Name engrav'd may be 


Upon thy Heart and Breaſt ; 
And fo fire thy Love to me, 
My glorious God and Prieſt. 


H 5 - O 
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2. 
O let me ſtedfaſt as a Seal 


Upon thine Arm divine, 
And by confirming Marks reveal 
Thy nighty Love is mine. 


3. 
Grant alſo, Lord, my Love to thee 
May firmly be impreſt: 
And let thy Name my Signet be 
Deep |; pt upon my Breaſt. 


O may my Heart the Center prove 
Oi thy Aﬀeciions keen; 

1hy Heart the Center of my Love, 
And nought to intervene, 


For Love is /rong as Death, Jealouſy | 


is cruel as the Grave: o— 
| : 
Strong Wings of hol Love aloft 
Bear up my Soul afreſh, 
Which in ſweet Raptures ting ſoft 
Tors vets the Clog of Fleſh. 
2. 
While thus my Heart does mounting fly 
n this »craphic ing, 
In Los to hee j kindly dye 
To ev'ry mortal Thing: 


As thy 3 RY 0 1 755 d, to me 
Could col quer Death Re Dread; 
So does my ardent Love to thee 


The Pow'r of Death exceed. 
It 


57 


K. 
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4. 
It kills me, Lord; I can't reſiſt 
This ſtrong Deſtre of mine: 
If not with Satisfaction bleſt, 
To Death, to Death I pine. 


L 
Admit me, Lord, into thy Heart, 
Left my Heart jealous be 
That either thine from me dcpart, 
Or mine depart from thee, 
6. 
Such Jealouſy would fore torment 
And torture me to Death ; 
Like the devouring Grave, intent 
To ſtop my vital Breath. 


——The Coals thereof are Corals of Fire, 
which hath a moſt vehement Flame. 
I. 
Theſe 1905 Flames will quite conſume 
My Soul, like burning Fire; 
Unleſs thy loving Anſwer come 
To ſuit my Heart's Deſire. 
2. 
My flaming Heart does melt afreſh, 
If thou depart i' th' lealtz _ 
Mine ardent Zeal eats up my Fleſh, 
Love- ſickneſs pains my Breaſt. 


3. 

The Sparks of fervid Love aſcend 
Like mounting Flames on high; 

With veh'ment Force they heav'n- ward bend, 
And pierce the azure Sky. 5 
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4. | 
O Let thy Bowels, Lord, be mov'd 
To grant my Heart's Deſire: 
I'd rather die than not be lov'd, 
My Heart is all on Fire. 


Yer. 8 0 Il aters cannot quench Love, 
neither can the Fioas drownit: If a Man 
would g1ve 17 the Subſtauce of his Houſe for 
Love, it would utterly be contemned. 

+ 
Mo Wars could quench thy Love which fat 
As King upon the Flood 

Of rolling Ve eines vaſtiy great, 
And on a Sea of Blood. 

2. 

Thus nor can man y Waters drown 
My flaming Love to thee, 

Nor Torrents of Turmoil bear down 
The Zeal that burns in me. 


In vain by Flatt'ries or by Fears 
Do Hell and Earth combine, 
To quench the Fre of Lyve that bears 
A Stamp ſo much divine. 
 Defertion black, nor Devil, nor Man, 
Nor Air, nor Earth, nor Sea, 
Nor Life, nor Death, nor Angels can 
Divorce my Love from thee. 


8. 
Were Wealth to bribe my Love, I could 
The golden Bait diſdain, 
Like deſpicable Dung that would 


Invade my Heart in yain, 
I caſt 
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T caſt Contempt on Suitors all 
That dare compete with thee, 

And value Thrones no more than Thrall, 
Should they thy Rivals be. 


Ver. 8. WMie have a little Sifler, and ſhe hath ub 
Breaſts: What ſhall we do fir our Sifter, in 
the Day when ſhe ſhall be ſpoken for? 

1. 
Since now, dear Lord, our mutual Love 
Is thus ſo deep impreſt; 
May I this Acceſs ſweet improve, 
That others may be bleſt. 
2. 
Our little Siſter, Lord, to wit, 
A barren Gentile Race, 
With all uncall'd, unſav'd as yet, 
Tho” choſen by thy Grace: 


She little Knowledge hath, we ſee, 


No faſhion'd Breaſts of Love; 
No Principle of Grace from thee, 
Nor Nurture from above, 


No Breaſts of Conſolation ſweet, 

No Word, no Means of Grace; 
No warm Milk of Inſtruction meet, 

To feed her ftarving Race. 


What ſhall be done F her, I pray, 
And for her Progeny, 
When they ſhall on the Marriage-Day 
Be call'd to match with thee? 
What 


— 
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6. 
What for our Siſter-Church to come, 
Which 7ews or Greeks do hatch: . 
To bring her to thy Marriage- room, 
And carry on the Match? 


GHRIST's Words. 


Ver. 9. If ſhe be a Wall, we will build upon her 
a Palace of Silver; and if ſhe be a Door we 
| will incleje her with Boards of Cedar. 
„ 
Love, IIl inform thee what we'll do, 
| With this our Siſter dear, 
When by the Gi fpel Call i woo, 
And ſpeak into her Ear. 
2. 
If once the good Work were begun, 
As by my Grace it ſhall; 
And ſhe by Faith on me alone 
Built like a Brazen Wall: 


3 3˙ 

We'll male the Wall a Work compleat, 
A Silver Palace fair , 

A Temple for my holy Sp'rit 
To dweil for ever there. 


If once I make her Heart a Door 
Wide ope to take me in; 
We'll, as with Cedar- boards, ſecure 

And ſtrengthen her within. 


5. | 
We Father, Son and Holy Ghoſt, 
Will frame, advance and crown 
| 8 The 


+ Pſalm cxliv, 12. 


> po OO 
2 — 
* . 
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The happy Building at our Coſt, 
Which Hell ſhall ne'er pull down. 
| 6. 
Ev'n outcaſt Gent les baſe, at length 
The wond'rinz World ſhall ſee 
In numerous Ifiue, Beauty, Strength 
And Grandeur, rival thee, 


The CHUR CH's Words. 


Ver. 10. J am a Wall, and my Breaſts like 
Towers : Then was Vin his Eyes as one that 
found Favour. | 

I. 
Kind Lord, how gladly do IJ hear 
Thy Promiſe made to me, 
For Elect Siſter Churches dear? 
I roll their Care on thee. 
2. 
My ſweet Experience clears thou wilt 
Thus kindly deal with them; 
For I'm a Wall moſt firinl built 
And rear d upon chy Name. 


Thou mak'{t my 4 Bre. Tl of Graces grow 
Like lv'ry Towers ſo high; 

I truſt what love to me doſt Thow: 
To them thou won't deny. 


; 4. - 
When Grace my Unbehef deftroy'd, | 
And on my Rock me fix'd, 
Thy Favour then my Soul enjoy'd, 
With ſweet Love - tckens niix'd, 
8 Then 


— — 2c — — _ a | 
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Then did my Life's Degonment ſhewy 

Thine Image on my Heart; 
And thou thyſelf with Pleaſure view 

The Grace thou did'ſt impart. 

| 6. 
I'm joyful when to Mind I do 
Ihheſe happy Days recall: 
By Grace was I but up, and ſo 
_ My little Siſter ſhall, 


Ver. 11. Solomon had a Vin:rard at Baal ha- 
mon, he let out the Vineyard unte Keepers - 
Every one for the Fruit ther:of was to bring 
a thouſand Pieces of Silver, 


| ; $3 
Another Object of my Care, 
Befide our Siſter dear, 
Is likewiſe, Lord, thy Vineyard fair, 
Already planted here, 
| 2. 
| Our Solomon, the Prince of Peace, 
| A Vineyard did poſſeſs, 
| And to a Multitude did leaſe 
| And let it out to dreſs. 


A Baal-hamon, where he plants 
Upon a fruitful Soil, 

And Servants with Commiſſion grants 
To keep it from Turmoil. 


4. 
He takes the Care in chief, but they 
An under-truſt maintain; | 
He wakes and keeps ic Night and Day, 
Elſe Watchmen watch in vain, 


From 
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From ev'ry Servant there employ'd 
He ſtill requires the Rent 
Of Praiſe, for what they bave enjoy'd 
And work to his Content. 
6. 

Each one, for Fruit that he aſſigus, 

Proportion'd Tribute brings, 
And renders for a thouſand Vines 

A thouſand Silverlings *. 


CHRIST's Words. 
Ver, 12. My Vineyard, which is mine, is bes 
4 me : 


My pln ork, Love, the Object is 
Df my peculiar Care 
My Heart and Eye is fix d on this 

More cloſe than any where. 


2. 
*Tis mine by ſpecial Right and Grant, 
By Blood and Conqueſt too; 
The State and Caſe of ev'ry Plant 
Is always in my View. 


3. 
My Vineyard in my Boſom ſet 

Has therein ſuch a Room, 
A Woman ſooner can forget 


The Infant of her Womb. 


4. 
Tho' Nature ſhould her Frame deſert, 


And Mothers, Monſters prove; 
Vet 


„„ 


| 
| 
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Vet Zion dwells upon the Heart 
Of cverlaſting Love. 


The CH URC H's Words. 


Thou, O Solomon. muſt have a Thou- 


and j 400 thoſe that keep the Fruit thereof 
Two Hundred. 


ns 

True, Lord, the Vineyard is thine own, 
The Charge i is chiefly thine; 

Let under thee, thou haſt made known, 
The Charge is allo mine g. 

3 

This Vier of mine own, alas! 

| Of late I did neglect; 

But now 1 will the ruſt (thro' Giace) 
More ne inſpect. 


My Graces, Talents, Time, and all 
That I receive from thee, _ 
To husband for thy Service, ſhall 
0 always in mine Eye. 


4 
The Fruits of Grativide PII bring, 


Which unto thee I owe: 
The Vineyard's Revenue, O King, 
Belongs to thee, | know. 


5. 
To thee a thouſand Fold pertains ; 
And when thou gett'ſt thy Due, 
To 
t The Preceding Part of this Verſe, tho al. 
ready exploined and apply'd to Chriſt, yet being 


. reckoned by ſame to be the Church s Words, are 


here alſo reſumed as hers, 
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To Under-keepers, for their Pains, 
T'wo hundred ſhall accrue. 
6. 
Tho? none that labour in thy Name 
Shall of thy Praiſe p: artake ; 
Yet what Reſpect is due to them 
TY render for thy Sake. 


CHRIST's Words, 


Ver. 13. T hou that dwelieft in the Gardin:i, the 
Companions hearken to by Voice: } Car fe me 
to hear it. 


I. 
O thou, my Bride, that lov'ſt to haunt 
The Gardens of my Grace, 
And ſolemn Inns where every Saint 
Delights to ſee my Face 
2. 


Pm pleas'd thou careful keep for me 


The Orchards of my Love, 
Until thy nobler Manſon be 
The Paradiſe above. 


The Saints, all thy Companions dear, 
To tocial Worſhip bent, 

Are glad thy gracctul Words to hear, 
And to thy Voice intent. 


| 4. 
Take this Occaſion in thy Walk 


To cu ſe me to be heard; 


Make me the Subject of thy Talk, 


My Name to be rever'd, 
And 


+ Or cauſe me to be heard. 


And Range of Hills *twixt thee and me 


Ah Lotd: Communion with thee now 
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5. 
And while they to thy Voice give Ear, 
Cauſe me to hear it too, 
By flying Poſts of frequent Pray'r: 
Full Freedom I allow. 
0. 
I'll joy how oft I hear from thee, 
Until the parting Screen 


No more ſhall intervene, 


The CHUR CH's Words. 
Ver. 14. * Make haſte, my Beloved, and be thou 


like ta a young Roe or a young Hart upon the 
Mountains of Spices. 


1. 


Is ſweet, but quickly o'er: 
We muſt n + part but with a View 
To meet again in Glore, 
2. 
Mean time, let ſtill freſh News from thee 
(My Soul from Sloth to purge) 


Effect thy Hearing oft from me, 


As thou art pleas'd to urge. 

But O make haſte to bring me home 
To that delicious Place, 

Where Fears and Doubts can never come, 
Nor Clouds to veil thy Face, 


4. 
Fly like a youthful Hart or Roe 
On ſpeedy Wings of Love: 


J lan- 
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1 languiſh while I fin below, 
And long to fing above. 


- 
Tis good indeed to taſte thy Grace 


In Gardens here below : 
But better far to ſee thy Face 
Above, where Spices flow. 


6. 


Theſe balmy Heights thy Glory fills 


Till the refreſhing Day: 
But haſte, my Love, upon the Hills; 
Love cannot bear "Delay. 


T hy ſ.cond Coming 4 be dear, 
O my Belov'd, to me; 
For, when thou ſhalt with Clouds appear, 
I'll then be like to thee. 
: 1 


Thy Foes that awful Day may hate, 


And view with fearful Grudge; 
But, free of Dread, Ilong, I wait: 
My Love will be my Judge. 


9. 
I ardent pant with reſtleſs Eyes 
To fee thee Face to Face: 


No leſs than Glory can ſuffice 


Ihe Appetite of Grace. 
10. 


My Months are Ages of Delay, 


Each Minute flowly wears ; 
"Til! thy ſwift Chariot roll away 
Theſe Rounds of tedious Years, | 
1 No 


L 3 Eta wo ures = 
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| 11. 
No Balſam can remede my Sore, 
Till Ze/us from on high 
Shall cleave the ſtarry Plains, and o'er 
The Cryſtal Mountains fly. 
| 12. 
Roll Days and Vears out of the Way 
Between my Soul and thee. 
O haſte the Conſummation- day; 
Amen, ſo let it be. 
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